-* 
® 4 þ 
. "= 
" A 
* " 
WV [] 
WW 


THE * 


WORK 8 
o F 9 


Mr. William Shakeſpear. 


VOLUME the E1GHTH. 


| LOND ON: 


Printed for Jacons Toxsox in the Strand 
MDCC XIV, 


9 - 4 
4 
"a 1 8 


* 


Dt. 


VoLUME the ErGHTH. 


| CONTAINING, 


: PERICLES Prince of Tyre. 8 


Lonpdon PRO D IGAI. 


TuouaAs Lord CROMWELIL. 3 


: 
| Sir Joux OLDCASTLE, 4 


Tie PURITAN. 


' A YorkksnireE TRAGEDY. 


| LoCRINE, 


| 
| 
4 
| 


. _ "©: __—_—_— 4 4 


a—_—_—— — ——_— ca 


_— 


+l a ee. 


, 


— two Lord: of Tyre, 
Symonides, King of Pentapolis. 

Cleon, Governor of Tharſus. 

Lyfimachus, Governor of Metalinc. 
Cerimon, 4 Lord of Epheſus. 

Thaliard, Servant to Antiochus. 

Leonine, a Murtherer, Servant 10 D:onyſia. 
Gower. 

Lords, &c. 

Knights tilting in Honour of Thaiſa. 


Heſperides, Daughter of Antiochus, 
Dionyſia, Wife ts Cleon. 

Thaiſa, Daughter ro Symonides. 
Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaifa. 
Lychorida, Nurſe 1 Marina. 

Philoten, Daughter to Cleon. 

Diana, 4 Goddeſs appearing to Pericles, 


Sailors, Pirates, Fiſhermen, and Meſſenger:, 


PERICLES, 
Prince of Tyre. 


ACTI SCENE. 


Enter Gower. 


o ſing a Song that old was fog, 
From Aſhes ancient Gower is come. 


— 1 


— _ I hath been ſung at Feſtivals. 
060. Ember Eves. and Holy- Days. 
And Lords and Ladies in their Lives, 


— 
Hit more rie, ac 
44d thas to bear an old Mears | b 


it like Taper-light. 
of of ago ee us the Great, 
Built up this City for his chiefeſt Seat; 
The faireſt in all Syria. 
I tell you what mine Author: ſay: 

Vor. VIII. A+. 
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. I  uivches and with © Sout 
lory of her Praiſe, think Death no Hazard, 


That have inflam'd defire within my Breaſt, 
To tate the Fruit of yon celeſtial Tree, 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps, 
As 1 am Son and Servant to your Will, 
To compals ſuch a | 
ince Pericles. 
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vering fave yon Field of Stars, 
Rand Martyrs lain in Cupid's Wars: 
ith dead Cheeks adviſe thee to deũſt. 

For going on Death's Net, whom none reſiſt. 


41 


Objects to prepare 
A like to them, to what I muſt: 
remembred, ſhould be like a Mirrour. 
Who tells us, Life's but Breath, to truſt in Error 
Il make my Will then, and as fick Men do. 


| 
ſpeechleſs Tongues, and Semblance pale, 


Gripe not at carthly Joys, as 


bequeath a happy 
Men 


all 

— > wy 

my unſpotted Love'to you. To Heſperider. 

cede | 
2 


xo Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
I wait the ſharpeſt blow, Antiochus, 
Scorning advice. Read the Concluſion then. 
Ant. Which read and not expounded, tis decreed 
As theſe before ſo thou thy felt ſhalt bleed. 
Heſp. Of all faid yet, ma —— 1 — 
Of all ſaid yet. 1 wiſh thee ha Ex. Heſperides. 
W. ... LS TRE aſſume the Liſts, 
ask advice of any Thought, 
aithfulneſs, and Courage. 
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The Riddle. 


I 
1 
7 ARond to akicd Loteey, 


1 formd that kindneſs in a Father. 


He's Father, Son, and Husband mild, 
— — _ and yet his Child. 


uy 4-7 by 


— 


—— 
reſolve it you. 
0 but O you Powers! 
That gives Heav n countleſs ele view fen. 
Why could they 1 — 
If this be true, which makes to read it, 
Fair Glaſs of Light, I lov'd you, 82 3d till, 
Were not this glorious Cusket ſior d with: Ill: 
But I muſt tell you, now my Thoughts revolt; 
For he's 2s ihe 6s whom Froteliine welt, 
That knowing Sin within, will touch the Gate: 
You're a fair Viol, and your Senſe the Strin 
Who d to make Man his lawful Muſick, 
Wou'd draw Heav'n down, and all the Gods to hearken, | 
But being upon before your time, 
Hell only h at fo harſh a Chime: 
Good fond 1 cxox ner fos 

Ant. Prince Pericles, — upon thy Life, 
_ that's an fs our Law, 

dangerous as Your time's d, 
— — fide bn 

Per. Great King. 
Few love to hear the Sins they love to act, 


'Twould | 


| 
| 


"Fwould braid your ſelf too near for me to tell it: 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 
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bred, 
| my Tongue like leave to love m Head. 
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Your Expoſition anif- 


> Forty Days longe: we do reſpite you, 


If by which time our Secret be undone, 
This Mercy ſhews, we'll joy in fuch a Son: 
And until then, your entertain ſhall be 
As doth befit our Honour, and your Worth. 
Manet Pericles folus. 

Per. How Courteſie would ſeem to cover Sin, 
—_—— 
The which io guad in COTS in light; 
If it be true that I interpret , 
Then were it certain you were not ſo bad, 
As with foul Inceſt to abuſe your Soul : 

— ivnn now rig Father and a — 
our untimel ings with your Chi 
(Which Pleaſure Ts bad, wor a Father, 

And ſhe an Eater of her Mother's fleſh, 
By the defiling of ber Parent's Bed, 


. Heav'n that | had it; he has found the meaning, 
will gloze with him. Young Prince of Thre, 
Though by the Tenour of our ſtrict Edict. 
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Wiſdom makes a Prince 
Hell. To bear with 
As you 
Per. 


=_- 


thy Servant, 
ſuch Griefs, 
ſelf. 
a Phyſician, Hellicanus, 
thy ſelf. 
(againſt che Face of Death) 
ious Beauty 


felf do la 
y 
s a Potion unto me. 


Thou 
That miniſter 


y upon your 


patience 


1 went to Antioch, 


Attend me then; 
Where as thou 
the 


ſought 


That thou wouldft tremble to receive 
know'R, 
Purchace of a 
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himſelf unto the Shipman 
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whom each minute threatens Life or Death. 
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pleaſe. 


all too little to content and 
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Cle. Here. ſpeak our thy Sorrows, which thou bring ft 


in haſte, for Comfort is too far for us to expect. 


thought as much. 


Lord. We have deſcried. 


A Ai 
Che | 


That 


but brings an Heir, 


One Sorrow never comes 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 1g 
That ſucceed as his Inheritor: 

And fo ia cure: Some niighboaring Nation, 

Taking Advantage of our Miſery, | 

Hath ftuft the hollow Veſſels with their Pow'r, 

To beat us down, the which are down already. 

And make a Conqueſt of unhappy me, 

Whereas no Glory is got to overcome. 

Lord. That's the leaſt Fear, 

For by the ſemblance of their Flags diſplaid, 

They bring us Peace, and come to us as Favourers, 
. Thos ppc u fik H d to repeat, 
Thou ſpeak ſt like Hymns untutor d to 

I ho makes the faireſt Shew, means moſt Deceic. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
What need we fear, the Ground's the loweſt, 
And we are half way there: 
Go tell their we attend him here: | 
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what he craves. 

Lord. I go, my Lord. 8 

Cle. Welcome his Peace, if he on Peace conſiſt; 
If Wars, we are unable to reſiſt. | 

Enter Pericles with A!tendants. 

Per. Lord Governor, for ſo we hear you are, 
Let net our Ships and number of our Men 
Be like a Beacon fir d, to amaze your Eyes, 

We've heard your Miſeries as far as Tyre, 
And ſeen the Deſolation of your Streets: 
Nor come we to add Sorrow to your Tears, 
But to releaſe them of their heavy load, 
And theſe our Ships, you happily may think 
As like the Trojan Horſe, was ſtuſt within, 
With bloody Veins ing Overthrow, 
Are ſtor d with Corn to ma our needy Bread, 


And give them Life, whom ftarv'd half dead. 
Ones. The Gods of Greece protect you, 

And we'll pray for you. 
Per, Ariſe, I pray you ariſe; 

We do not look for Reyerence, but for Love, 


And harbourage for our ſelf, our Ships, and Men. 
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2 Pericles, Prince of T 


ACT Il SCENE I. 


Enter Gower. 
Gow. LIE RE have 5 ö 
His Oh 7 wh 16 Ine bring © 
Al better Prince and benign Lord, 
That will prove awful both in Deed and Word. 
Be quiet then, as Men ſhould be, 
Neceſſity : 


| Dumb Show. 

Euter at ene Door Pericles talking with Cleon all the Train 

with them. Enter at another , a Gentleman with a 

Letter to Pericles; Pericles ſhews the Letter to Cleon Peri- 
cles gives the a Reward, and Kaights him. 

[ Exit Pericl es at one Door, and Cleon as another, 

Good Hellican that flaid at home, 
Not 1% eat Honey like 4 Drone, 
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22 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
1 Fiſh. Look how thou ſtirreſt now, 
Come | Fl fetch thee with a Wannion. 


2 Fiſh. Faith, Maſter, 1 am thinking of the poor Men 8 
"That were caſt away before us, even now. 
Souls, it griev'd my Heart to hear 
made to us, to help them, 1 
e ſcarcely help our ſelves. 
ps bow be bounc'd and tumbled? ; 
They fay, are half Fiſh, half ; 
TR a them, they ne'er come bur Look tobe waſht. 
Maſter, I marvel how the Fiſhes live in the Sea? - 


1 Fiſh. Why, as Men do at Land, 
eat up the little ones: 
our rich Miſers, to nothing ſo fitly 


: he and tumbles, 

12 — tl 
Such Whales have I heard on a'th' Land, B 
ing till they fwallow'd A 
ch, 8 Bells and all. A 
on Oy ' 1 
3 Fiſh. But, Maſter, if I had been the Sexton, | Þ 
I have been that Day in the Beltrey. KL 
Fiſh. Why, 1 1 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 23 
on Honeſt, good Fellow, what's that, if it be a Day 


Search out of the Kalender, and no Body look after it? 
Per. ſee the Sea hath caſt me upon your Coaſt. 
a drunken Knave was the Sea, 


Tennis- Court. hath made the 3 
upon, intreats you pity : 
a never us d to beg. 


But 8 
A Man d up with Cold, my Veins are chill, 
And have no more of Life, than may ſuffice 
To gwe 
Which if 
For that » pray 
1 Fiſh. now Gods forbid, 1 have a Gown here, 
come ; 
tome 
Fleſh 
dings 
Per. 1 
2 Fiſh. 
Per. 1 


wn 12» » 


- | , 
Sir, half a day's Journey; and II tel 
al AK 3 morrow is her Birth- 


'F 


his Wife's Soul. 
men drawing up a Net. 
P> n che here a Fi sin the Net, 
poor Man's Right inthe Law, 'twill y come out 
Habotren't, Yiacome nt hi and Yisturacd tos rufly free , 
Per. An Armor, Friends! | pray you let me ſee it | 
Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all Croſſes, | 
Thov giv't me ſomewhat to repair my ſelf; | 
And it was mine own, part of mine Heritage, 
Which my dead Father did bequeath to me, : 
With this trit Charge, even as he left his Life | 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a Shield 
"Twixt me and Death; and pointed to this Brayſe; N 
For that it fav'd me; keep it in like neceſſity; . 
The which the Gods protect thee, Fame may defend thee. _ 
It kept where I kept, I fo dearly lov'd it, | 
Till the rough Seas, that ſpares not any Man, | | 
Took it in rage, though calm d hath given't again: 
I thank thee my Shi k now's no | 
Since I have here my Father's Gift in's Will. 
1 Fiſh. What mean you, Sir? a 
Per. To beg of you, kind Friends, this Coat of Worth, 
For it was ſometime Target to a King, 
I know it by this Mark; he loy'd me dearly, 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 25 
And for his fake, I wiſh the having of it; 
And that you'd guide me to your Soveraign's Court, 
Where wich it 1 may appear a Gentleman; 
And if that ever my low Fortune's better, 
Ill pay your Bounties; till then reſt your Debtor. 
I ib Why, wilt thou turney for the Laiy? 
Per. I'll ſhew the vertue I have born in Arms. 
1 Fiſh. Why, take it, and the Gods givethee good on't, 
2 Fiſh. But hark you, my Friend, 'twas we that made up 
this Garment through the rough Scams of the Waters; there 
are certain Condolements, certain Vails; I hope, Sir, if 
you thrive, you'll remember from whence you had them. 
Per. Believe it I will; 
furtherance I am cloath'd in S:ecl, 
ſpight of all the rapture of the Sea, 
This Jewel holds his building on my Arm; 
Unto thy value I will mount my felt 
Upon a Courſer, whoſe delightful ſteps 
— make the Gazer joy to ſee _ 1 
y, my Friend 1 yet am unprovid a pair 
2 Fiſh. We'll of gar thou ſhalt have 
My beit Gown to make thee a pair; 
And Fit bring thee to the Court my elf. 
Per. Then Honour be but a Goal to my Will, 
This Day I'll riſe, or elſe add ill to ill. 
Enter Sy monides with Attendants, and Thaiſa. 
King. Are the Knights ready to begin: the Triumph? 
1 Lord. They are, my Li and ita | 
To preien — * N 
King. Return them, we are ready; and our 
In Honour of whoſe Birth, theſe Triumphs are, [here, 
Sits here like Beauty's Child, whom Natue gat, 
"oy ie w fn, and Gaing ate a2, 
. It pleaſeth you, my royal Father, to expreſs 
My Commendations great, whote Merit's leſs. 
King. It's fit it ſhould be ſo; for Princes are 
- as ace of ſelf: 
So Princes their Renowns if not reſpected. 


[Tis now your Honour, Daughter, to entertain 
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26 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
The Labour of each Knight, in his Device. 
Thai. Which to preſerve mine Honour, I'll perform. 

The fuſt Knight paſſes by 

Xing. Who is the firſt that doth preter himſe 

Thes 1er Father, 

— . Device he bears upon his Shield, 
23 — - hag Sun; 
Lux tua vita mihi. 
loves you well tht hal is Lf of you 
[ The ſecond Knight, | 
| ſecond, that preſents himſelf? 

1 — my Reyal Father, a 
And the Device he bears his Shield, : 
Is an arm'd Knight, that's conquer'd by a Lady, 
! ob; 

4 Knight, 


King. And what's the third ? 
Thai. The third of Antioch; and his Device 
A wreath of Chivalry ; the word, Me Pompei 


provexit apex. | 
The fourth — 
Xing. What is the Fourth ? pet neous. 


Thai. A burning Torch that's turned upſide down, 
The word, Qui me alit, me extinguit. | 
King. Which ſhews that Beauty hath his Power and 
Which can as well caflame, as it can kill. (Will. 

[ The fifth Kmight. | 
Thai. The fifth, an Hand environed with Clouds, | 
Holding out Gold. that's by the Touch ſtone try'd: 
The Motto thus, Sic ſpect anda fides. 
[The ſixth Knight, 


King. And what's the fixth and laſt, the which the 
Knight himſelf with ſuch a graceful Courteſie deliver'd? 
Thai. He ſeems to be a Stranger, but his Preſent is 
A wither'd Branch, that's only green at top: 
The Motto, In hac ſpe vivo. 
King. A pretty Moral; 
From the Sede State wherein he is, | 
He hopes by you his Fortunes yet may flouriſh. 
1 Lord. He had need mean better than his eutward Shew | 
Can any way ſpeak in his juſt commend: 


For, 


For, 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 27 


For, by his Outſide, he appears 
. 

2 Lord. He well may be a Stranger, for he comes 
To an honour'd Triumph 17 furniſh'd. 

3 Lord. And on ſet purpoſe ter his Armour ruſt 
Until this Day, to ſcour it in the Duſt. 

King. Opinion's but a Fool, that makes us ſcan 
The outward Habit by the inward Man. 


But ſtay, the Knights are coming. 
We will withdraw mto the . Exeunt. 
[Great Shouts, and , The mean Knight. 
Enter the King and Knights from Tilting. 
e, were ſuperfluous. 


King. Knights, to ſay you're welcom 
To place upon the Volumn of your Deeds, 
As in a Title Page, your worth in Arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than's fic, 
Since every Worth in ſhew commends it ſelf; 
Prepare for Mirth, for Mirth comes at a Feaſt. 
vn une ens wy Guts, 

as. But you, my Knight and Gueſt, 

To whom this des A of ViQtory 1 ive, 

And Crown you King of this Day's ineſs. 
Per. Tis more by Fortune, Lady, than by Merit. 
King. Call it by what you will, the Day is yours, 

And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 

IIA 6 Artiſt, Art hath thus decreed, 

To make ſome good, but others to exceed, 

And you her labour'd Scholar: Come, Queen o'th' Feaſt, 

For, | hter, ſo you are, here take your place: 

Martial the reſt, as they deſerve thy grace. 

Kmghts. We are honour'd much by good Symonides. 
Kg. Your Preſence glads our Days, Honour we love, 

For who hates Honour, hates the Gods above. 

Marſh. Sir, yonder is your Place. 

1 

1 Knight. Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen, 

That neither in our Hearts, nor outward Eyes, 

Envy the Great, nor do the low deſpiſe. 

Fer. You are right courteous Knights, 

Kong. Sit, fit, fit. 

B 2 By 


28 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
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Cates refiſt me, he not thought upon. | 
Thai. By Jumo, that is the Queen of Marriage, | 
All Viands that I eat do ſeem unſavoury, | 
Wiſhing him my Meat; ſure he's a gallant Gentleman. 
King. He's but a Country Gentleman; has done no more 
Than other Knights have done, has broken a Staff, 
Or fo; ler it . 
Thai. To me he ſeems a Diamond to Glaſs. 
Per. Yon King's to me, like to my Father's Picture, 
Which tells me in that Glory once he was, 
And Princes fat like Stars about his Throne, | 
And he the Sun, for them to reverence; | 
None that beheld him, but like leſſer Lights, 5 
Did vail their Crowns to his Supremacy ; 
Where now his Son, like 2 Glo-worm in the Night, 
The which hath Fire in Darkneſs, none in Light; 
Whereby 1 ſee that Time's the King of Men, 
For he's their Parents, and be is their Grave, 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
King. What, are you merry. Knigh:s? 
Knights, Who can be other in this Royal Preſence? 
King. Here, with a Cup that's ſtirr'd unto the brim, 
As you do love, fill to your Miſtreſs Lips, 
We diink this Health to you. 
Knights. We thank your Grace. 
King. Yet pauſe a while. J. 
Yon Knight doth fit too melancholy, ; 
As if the Entertainment in our C: urt 
Had not a ſhew might countervail his Worth. 
Note it not ycu. Thai/a? 
Thai. What ist to me, my Father? 
King. O. attend, my Daughter; 
Princes, in this, ſhould live ike Gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that come to honour them: 
And Princes not doing fo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a ſound, but kill'd are wondred at : 
Therefore to make his entrance now more ſweet, 
Here fay we drink this ſtanding Bow] of Wine to him. 
Thai. Alas, my Father, it betits aot me, 


Vato 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 29 
ſtranger be fo bold, 
— my Re e for an Offence, 
Since Men take Womens G.fcs for Impudence. 
Lang How! ds os | ba A poop 22 
yas. > Oy Alde. 


We deſire to know of him, 

Of whence he is, his Name and Parentage. 
Thai. The King my Father, Sir, hath drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him. 
Thai. Wiſhing it ſo much Blood unto Life. 
Per. | thank both him and you, and him freely. 
Thai. And further he defires to know of you, 

Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my Name Pericles, 

Education been in Arts and Arms, 

Who looking for Adventures in the World, 

Was by the rough Seas reft of Ships and Men, 

And Shipwrack, dri: 'n upon this Shore. | 
Thai. He thanks your Crace; names himſelf Pericles. 
A Gentleman of Tyre, who only by Misfortune of the Seas, 

Bereft of Ships and Men, caſt on the Shore. 
King. Now by the Gods 1 pity his Misfortune, 
And will awake him from his Melancholy. 
Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on Trifles, 
And waſte the time, which looks for other Revels. 
Ev'n in your Armors, as you are addreſt, 
Will very well become a Soldier's Dance: 
I will not have excuſe, with ſaying that 
Loud Muſick is too harſh for Ladies Heads, 
Since they love Men in Arms as well as Beds.[ They dance. 
So, this was well ask d, *twas well perform d, 
Come, Sir, here's 4 Lady that wants breathing too, 
And | have heard, Knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in ma ing Ladies trip, 
And that their Meaſures are as excellent. 


Fer. In thoſe that praftiſe them, they are, my Lord. 
King. O that's as much, as you would be deny'd 


To 
Pages 
Theſe Knights unto their 
Yours, Sir, we have giv'n order to be next our own. 
Per. I am at your Grace's 


Per re. 

King. Princes, it is too late to talk of Love, 
Aud that's the mark I know you level at: 
T each one betake him to his Reft, 
To Morrow, ſpeeding do their beſt. 
Enter Hellicanus and Eſcance. 

Hell, No, Eſcanes, know this of me, 
Antiochns from Inceſt liv'd not free: 
For which, the moſt high Gods not minding 
Longer to with bold the — -— _ 
They bad in ſtore, due to his 

Offence; even in the height and Pride 
all his Glory, when he was ſeated in 


Up thoſe 74 wo reg for they te funk 
thoſe Eyes ador'd them, cre their fall, 
their Hand ſhould give them Burial. 


fell . lie 


1 Lord. See, not a Man in private C 
Or Counſel, yo pb groan 
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Lord. It ſhall no grieve without reproof. 

Lord. And curſt be he that will not ſecond it. 

Lord, Fellow me then: Lord Hellican a word. 
Hell, With me? and welcome, happy Day, my Lords. 
1 Lord, Know that our Griefs are riſen to the top, 

And new at length they over-flow their Banks. 
c 

you 


1 Lord. Wrong not your ſelf then, noble Hellican, 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 31 
But if the Prince do live, let us ſalute him, 
Or know what Ground's made happy by his Breathe _ 
TT in the World he live, we'll feek him out; | 
If in the Grave he reſt, we'll find him there, 
And be reſolv'd, he lives to govern us: 
Or dead, gives Cauſe to mourn his Funeral, 
And leave us to our free Election. 
2 Lord. Whoſe death indeed, the ſtrongeſt in our cenſure, 
And knowing this Kingdom is without a Head, 
Like goodly Buildings left without a Roof, 
Soon fall to Ruin: Your noble (elf, 
That beſt knows how to rule, and how to reign, 
We thus ſubmit unto our Sovereign. 
Omn, Live, noble Hellic an. 
Hell. Try Honours Cauſe ; forbear your Suffrages : 
If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear : 
(Take I your wiſh, 1 leap into the Seas, 
Where's hourly trouble, tor a Minutes caſe,) 
A twelve Month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the abſence of your King : 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I ſhall with aged Patience bear your Yoke: 
But if 1 cannot win you to this Love, 
pod ſearch 18 like — * Subjects, 
And in your ſearch, ſpend yaur adventurous Worth, 
Whom it you find, 2 unto return, * 
You ſhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown. 
1 Lord. To Wiſdom, he's a Fool that would not yield, 
And ſince Lord Hellican enjoineth us, 
We with our Travels will endeavour. 
Hell. Then you love us, we you, and we'll claſp Hands, 
When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ſtands. Exeumt. 
Enter the King reading of 4 Letter at one Door, and the 


Kink Knig * 
1 . Good morrow to t Symonides, 
mg. Knights, from my Daughter this 1 let you know, 
That ” — Month, ſhe'l] not undert ' 
A married Life: Her Reaſon to her ſelf is only known, - 
Which yet from her by no means can I get. 
2 Knight, 190. my Lord? 
+ Ring. 


— 
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32 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


ing. Faith, by no means, ſhe hath fo ſtrictiy 
Ty'd her to her Chamber, that tis impoſſible: Az 
One twelve Moons more ſhe'll wear Diana's Lavery: 
This by the Eye of Cynthia hath ſhe vow'd, 
Ard on her Virgin Honour will not break. 
3 Knight. Loth to bid farewel, we take our leaves. [ E 
King. So, they are well diſpatch'd. 
Now to my Daughter's Letter; ſhe tells me here, 


>= > 5482 


She'll wed the ſtranger , 
Or never more to view nor Day nor Light. 
Tis well, Miſtreſs, your Choice with mine, 


I like that well; nay, how abſolute ſhe's in't, 

Not minding whether I diſlike or no. 

Well, 1 do commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be delay'd : Soft, here he comes, 

I muſt diſſemble it. 


Euter Pericles. 
Per. All Fortune to the good Symonides. | 
King. To you as much: Sir, I am beholding to you, 

For your ſweet Muſick this laſt Night: 

I do proteſt, my Ears were never fed 

With ſuch delightful pleafing Harmony. 
Per. It is your Grace's Pleaſure to commend, ; 
King. Sir, you are Muſick's Maſter. 
Per. The worſt of all her Scholars, my gcod Lord. 
King. Let me ask you one thing. 

What do you think of my Daughter, Sir ? 
Per. A moſt virtuous Princeſs. 

a King. And ſhe's fair too, is ſhe not? 

- Per, As a fair Day in Summer: Wondrous Fair. 

\ King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 

= I fo well, that you muſt be her Maſter, 

And the will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 
Ter. | am unworthy to be her School maſter. 

King. She thinks not fo, peruſe this writing elſe. 
Per. What's here. a Letter, 

That ſhe loves the Knight of Tyre? 

"Tis the King's Subtility to have my Life: 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 33 
7-1, 0: 
never aim igh to love 
* But bent all Offices — 8 
mg. Thou haſt bewitch'd my Daughter, 
And thou art a Villain. 
x8, Per. By the Gols I have not; 
Never did Thought of mine levy Offence; 
Nor never did my Actions yet commence 
A Deed might gain her Love, or your Diſpleaſure, 
King. Traitor, thou lieſt. 
Per. Traitor! 
King. Ay. Traitor. 
Per. Even in his Throat, unleſs it be a King, 
1 21 return the <A 
King. Now by the Gods I do appl is Courage. 
Per. My AQtions are as noble as my Thoughts, 
That never reliſh'd of a baſe Deſcent : 
] came unto the Court for Honour's Cauſe, 
And not to be a Rebel to her State: 
And he that otherwiſe accounts of me, 
This Sword ſhall prove, he's Honour's Enemy. 
King. No? here comes my Daughter, ſhe can witnels it, 
Enter Thaiſa. 
Per. Then as you are as Virtuous, as Fair, 
Reſolve your angry Father, if my Tongue 
Did e er ſollicit, or my Hand ſubſcribe 
To any Syllable that made love to you? 
Thai. Why, Sir, if you had, who takes offence, 
At that w 7 glad? 8 
King. Yea, Mi are you ſo peremptory ? 
I am glad of it with all my Heart. [Aſide. 
I'll tame you, I'll bring you in ſubjection. 
Will you, not having my Conſent, 
9 pony hens 1 | 
pon a St 12— , rt] know, [ 4. 
May be, — I think the — , 
As great in Blood as I my felf._— 
Therefore hear you, Miſtreſs, either frame 
Your Will to mine ; and you, Sir, hear you, 
Lither be rul'd by me, or I'll make you 
| 3 7 Mas 


"ook ee OE IS Hy 1 5. wag. ERR 


C 4 _ 2 


— . 


34 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Man and Wife; nay, come, your Hands 
And Lips muſt ſeal it too: And being join d. 
Fil thus your Hopes deſtroy, and for further Grief, 
God give you Joy; what, are you both pleas'd? 
Thai. Yes, if you love me. Sir. 
Per. Ev'n as my Life, or Blood that foſters it. 


King. What, are + want 
nb. Yes, if it vleaſe your Majeſty. | 
King. It pleaſeth me ſo well, that 1 will ſee you wed, 

And then with what haſte you can, get you to Bed. 


WP Gower, » 
Now yſleep ſlaked the rout, 
No din but ſnoars about the Houſe, 
Of louder by the o er fee Beaſt, 

this moſt pompous Marriage Feaſt : 
The Cat 3 of | Ax 
Now couches from the Mouſes hole: 
And Crickets ſing at th* Ovens Mouth, 
Are the blither for their Drouth : 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to Bed, 
A Babe is moulded, by attent, 
And time that is ſo briefly ſpent, | 
With your fine Fancies quaintly each, 
I hat's dumb is Shew, I'll plain with Speech. | 


Eater Pericles and Symonides at one Door with Attendants, a | 
Meſſenger me<ts them, kneels, and gives Pericles a Let- 
ter, Pericles ſhews it Symonides, the Lords kneel to him; 
Then enter Thaiſa with Child, with Lychorida a Nurſe, 
the King ſhews her the Letter, ſhe rejoices: She and Pe- 
ricles take leave of her Father, and depart. 


CY . — „ 89 „ ej 


many a dearn and painful Peach | 
Of Per. cles, the careful Search, | 
5y the four oppoſing Coynes ,- nf 
Which the World together joynes. f 
Is made with all due diligence, | 


That fivrſe and Sail, and high Exferce, 
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Pericles, Nee of Tyre. 36 


The Men of Tyrus, on the Head 
of Hellicanus would ſet ow 
; The Crown of Tyre, but he will none: 
The Mutiny he there haſtes t' oppreſs, 
Says to them, if King Pericles 
Come not home in twice ſix Moons, 
p He, obedient to their doonns, 
Will take the Crown: The ſum of this 
Brought huber to Pentapolis, 
Irony ſhed the Regions round, 
And every one with claps can ſound, 
Our Heir apparent is a King: 
— — oat 
| ef, be e depart to Tyre, 
mg many ct Child, makes = deſire, 
Which who ſhall croſs, along to go, 
Omit we all their dole and woe: 
Lychorida her Nurſe ſbe takes, 
' And ſo to Sea; then Veſſel ſhakes 
On Neptune : billom, half the Flood 
Hath their Keel cut; but Fortune mot d, 
( Varies again, the griſly North 
a | Diſgorges ſuch a Tempeſt forth, 
— That as a Duck for Life that dives, 
; So up and down the poor Ship drives : 


TT Zr 


= The Lady ſhrieks, and well-a-near, 
» | Doth fall in travel with ber fear : 
| And what enſues m this ſelf Storm, 
Shall for it ſelf, it ſelf : 
I will Action 


| Conveniently the reſt convey; 
Which might not? what by me is told, 
In your Imagination bold: 
This Stage, the Ship, upon whoſe Deck 
; The Sen- teſt Pericles appears to ſpeak. 


36 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 

Pey. Thou God of this Vaſt, rebuke theſe Surges 
Which waſh both Heav'n and Hell; and thou that haſt 
Upon the Winds command, bind them in Braſe, 

Having call'd them from the Deep; O till 

Thy deafning dreadful Thunders; daily quench 

Thy nimble ſulphurous Flaſhes: O how, Lychorida, 

How does my Queen? then ſtorm venomouſly. 

Wilt thou ſpit all thy ſelf? the Seaman's whiſtle 

Is a whiſper in the Ears of Death, 

Unheard Lychorida? Lucina, oh —— 

Divineſt Patroneſs, and my Wife, gentle 

To thoſe that cry by Night, convey - Rad 

Aboard our dancing Boat, make ſwift the Pangs 

Of my Queen's Travels. Now, Lychorids. 
Enter Lychorida. 

Lyc. Here is a thing too young for ſuch a place, 
Who if it had conceit, would die, as I am like to do; 
Take in your Arms this piece of your dead Queen. 

Per. How? how, Lychorida ? 

. Patience, Sir, do not aſſiſt the Storm, 
Here's all rhat is left living of our Queen; 

A little Daughter, for the fake of it 

Be manly, and take comfort. 

why ＋ 1 * love 

y do you make us Gifts, 

And ſnatch them ſtraight — * : 8 

We here below, recal not what we give, : 

And we therein may uſe Honour - Jl | 
Lyc. Patience, Sir, even for this 

Per. Now mild may be thy Lite, 

For a more bluſtrous Birth had never Babe: 

Quiet and genile thy Conditions; 

For tbou art the rudelieſt welcome to this World, 

That ever was Prince's Child; happy tbat follows, 

Thou haſt as chiding a Nativity, 

As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, and Heav'n can make 

To harold thee from the Womb: 

En at the firſt, thy loſs is more than can 


Thy Poftage quit, with all thou canſt find here: 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 37 
Now the good Gods thrq their beſt Eyes upon it. 
Enter two Sailer: 


3 Sail. What C „Sir? God fave you. 
Fer. Courage , I do not fear the Fhw, 
It hath done to me the worſt: Yer for the love 
Of this poor Infant, this freſh new Sea-farer, 
] would it would be __ 
1 Sax. Slack the Bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow and fplit thy felt? 
2 Sail. But Sea-room, and the brine and cloudy Billow 
kiſs the Moon, I care not. 
1 Sail. Sir, your Queen muſt over-board, * 
The Sea works high, the Wind is loud, 
And will not lye till the Ship be clear d of the dead. 
Per. That's your Superſtition. [{erv'd, 
1 Sail. Pardon us, Sir, with us at Sea it ſtill hath been ob- 
And we are ſtrong in Eaſtern, therefore briefly yield her. 
Per. As you think meet, for ſhe — . ſtraight, 
Moſt wretched Queen. 
Lyc. Here ſhe lyes, Sir. h 
Per. A terrible Child-bed haſt thou had, my Dear; 
No Light, no Fire, the unfriendly Element, 
thee utterly, nor have | time 
To bring thee hallow'd to thy Grave, but ſtraight 
Muſt caſt thee ſcarcely Coffin'd, in oar, 
Where for a Monument upon thy Bones, 
The Air remaining Lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming Water muſt o'erwhelm thy Corps 
Lying with ſimple Shells: Oh, Lychorida, 
Bid Neſtor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 
My Casket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin: Lay the Babe 
Upon the Pillow; hie thee, whiles I ſay 
A Prieſtly farewel to her: Suddenly, Woman. 
2 Sail. Sir, we have a Cheſt beneath the Hatches, 
Caulk d and bitum'd ready. 
Fer. I thank thee: Mariner, ſay, what Coaſt is this ? 
2 Sail, We are near Tharſws. 
Per. Thither, gentle Mariner, 
Aker thy courſe far Tyre: when canſt thou _ 
2 
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poor 

ſtormy Night. 
I have been in many; but ſuch a Night as this, 

now, I ne er 'd. 


| Cer. Your Maſter will be dead ere you return. 
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1 
your Lordſhip. 11 
Cer. Gentle men, why do me > cap? * e 
* 1 Gent. Sir, our Lodging bl 
Shook as if the Earth did quake: * f 
The very Principles did ſeem to rend and all to topple. 
Pure ſurpriſe and fear made me to leave the Houle. | 


Cer. O you ſay we 

1 Gent. 1e Lordſhip 1 
Having rich Attire about you. at theſe early Hours 
Shake off the golden Slumber of Repoſe; tis moſt ſtrange, 
Nature ſhould be fo converſant with pain, 

Beirg thereto not compelled. | 
Cer. 1 bold it ever Virtue and Cunviog. 
Were Endowments greater, than Nobleneſs and Riches; ( 

Careleſs Heirs may the two latter darken and expend ; 

But Immortality attends the former, 
Making a Man a God: 

[Tis known, I ever have ſtudied Phyſick, 


Through 


—_ 
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'  Puricles, Prince. of Tyre. 35 


Through which ſecret Art, by turning o'er Authority, 
I have together with my Practice, made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the beſt In fuſions that dwell 
In Vegetives, in Metals, Stones; and can ſpeak of the 
— thet Nature works, and of her Cures; 
Which doth give me a more content 
In courſe of true Delight 
Than to be thirſty after tottering Honour, 
Or tie my Pleaſure up in filken Bags, 
To pleaſe the Fool and Death. 
2 Gent, Your Honour hath Epheſus 
Pour'd forth your Charity, and call themſelyes 
Your Creatures; who by you have been reſtor'd, 
And not your Knowledge, your Pain, 
But even your Purſe ſtill open, hath built Lord Ceryman 
Such ſtrong Renown, as never ſhall decay: 
Re ewe ov tive with 2 
Ser. So, lift there. 
Cer. What's that? 
Ser. Sir, even now did the Sea toſs up upon our Shore 
This Cheſt ; 'tis of fome wrack. 
Ser. Set it down, let us look upon it. 
2 Gent. Tis like a Coffin, Sir. 
Cer. What ere it be, tis wondrous heavy; 
Wrench it open ſtraight: 
If the Sea's Stomach be o'er-charg'd with Go'd, 
'Tis a good conſtraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 
2 Gent, *Tis ſo, my Lord. 
Cer. How cloſe tis caulk d and bottom d, did the Sea 
caſt it up ? 
or ers huge a Billow, Sir, as toſt it upon 
re. 
Cer. Wrench it open: it ſmells moſt ſweetly in my Senſe, 
2 Gent. A delicate Odour. 
Cer. As ever hit my Noſtril; ſo, up with it. 
Oh you moſt potent Gods! what's here, a Coarſe? 
1 Gent. Moſt ſtrange. 
Cer. Shrowded in Cloath of State, balm'd and entreaſured 
With full Bags of Spices, a Paſſport to Apollo. 
Perte&t me in the 


Here 


If thou liveſt Pericles, thou baſt a Heart 
That even cracks for wo; this chanc'd to Night. 
2 Gene. Moſt likely, Sir. 
Cer. Nay, certa nly to Night. 
For look how freſh the looks! 
They were too rough, that threw her in the Sea. 
Make a Fire within, fetch hither all my Boxes in my Cloſer, 
Death may uſurp on Nature many Hours, 
And yet the Fire of Life kindle again the o'er-preſt Spirits, 
I heard of an ZZgyptian that had nine Hours be.n dead, 
[ Who was by good appliance recovered. 
| Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 
| Well faid, well faid. the Fire and Cloatlis, 
The rough ard woful Muſick that we have, | 
Cauſe it to ſound | beſeech you: 
The Vial once more; how thou Rirreſt, thou Block? 
The Muſick there; I pray you give her Air; 
Gentlemen, this Queen vill live, | 
Nature awakes a warm Breath out of her; 
She hath not been entranc'd above five Hours. 
See how ſhe gins to blow into Life's Flower again. 
1 Gent. The Heav'ns, thro? you, encrcaſe our Wonder, 
And {t; up your Fame for ever. 
Cales 10 thoke her'aly Jewels which Þ 
to heav'nly Jewels which Pericles hath 
Begin to part their Fringes ot bright Gold, = 
The Diamonds of a molt praiſed Water doch appear 
To make the World twice rich, live, and make us w; 
To hear your Fate, fair Creature, rare as yuu ſeem :o be. 


* ” [ moves. 
Thai. O dear Diana, where am I? where Lord? 

What World is this? a. ; 
2 c. 


* 
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Pericles, Prince F Tyre. 


2 Gent. Is not this ſtrange? 
1 Gent. Moſt rare. 
Cer. Huſh, my gentle 2 lend me your Hands, 
To the next Chamber bear her get Linnen; 
Now this matter muſt be look d to, for the Relapſe 
Is mortal: Come, come, and, Eſcula pius, guide us. 
| Exexnt, carrying her away. 


4t 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter Pericles at Tharſus, with Cleon and Dionyſia. 
Per. OST honour'd Cleon, I muſt needs be gone, 
My twelve Months are expir'd, and Tyre ſtands 
In a peace; you and your Lady take from my Heart 
All Thankfulneſs. The Gods make up the reſt upon you, 

Cle. Your ſhakes of Fortune, though they hate you 
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us. 

That he 30 Foes be se you'd brought her Kicker, 
the firit Fates eas 
To have bleſt mine dye wich her. 
Per. We cannot but obey the Pow'rs above us; 
Could | rage and roar as doth the Sea ſhe lyes in, 
Yer the end muſt be as tis: My gentle Babe, Marina, 
Whom, for ſhe was born at Sea, 1 have nam'd ſo, 
Here, I charge your Charity withal; leaving her 
The Infant of your Care, ching you to give her 
Princely training, that ſhe may be manner d as ſhe is born. 
Cle. Fear not my Lady, but think Grace, 
That fed my Country with your Corn, for which 
The Peoples Prayers daily fall you, muſt in your Child 
Be thought on; if nepledt therein make me vile, 
The common Body that's by you reliev d. 
Would force me to my Duty; but if to that 
My Nature need a Spur, the Gods revenge it 
Upon me and mine, to the end of Generation. 

Per. I believe you, your Honour and your Goodneſs 

Teach me tot without your Vows; till ſhe be married, 
Madam, 


y ſelf, who ſhall not be more dear 


Dion. Tye one 
To my reſpect than yours, my Lord. 
| Per. Madam, my Thanks, and Prayers. 

Cle. We'll bring your Grace to the Edge of the Shore, 


then give you u rag Gy ho ts Kage oe thang 
—_ - Winds of Heav's. 


f Fer. I will embrace your Offer. Come, deareſt Madam: 
Wy O. no Tears, Lychorids, no Tears; look to your little Mi- 
ſtreſs, on whole Grace you may depend hereafter : Come, 
my Lord. Exeunt. 


Moreoyer i a Neice of mi 
Thai. My recompence is thanks, that's all, 
Yet my good Will is great, though the Gift ſmall. 


| Exennt, 
Enter Gower. 
Gow. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 
Welcom'd and ſetled to his own deſire ; 
His woful Ducen we leave at Epheſus, 


Unto Diana, there's a Votareſs. 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 43 
Now to Marina bend your Mind, 
At Tharſus, and by Cleon train d 
IÞ Muſick: Letters, who hath gam'd 
Education all the Grace, 

Which makes high both the Art and Place 
of general Wander : But alack, 
bas Monſter Envy, oft the Wrack 
of eamed Praiſe. Marina's Life 
Seeks to take off by Treaſon's Knife, 
Aud in this kind, our Cleon bath 
One Daughter and a full grown Wench, 
Evan nie for Marriage ſight This Maid 
Hight __ - 
For certain in our , 
Would ever with 2 be. 
Bet when they weav d the ſledded Silk, 
With Fingers long, ſmall, white as Milk, 
Or when ſhe would with ſharp Needle wound 
The Cambrick, which ſhe made more ſound 
2 re. 

That 


. and made the Night Bed mute 


- — 4 rt pn I hey 
would with ri Pen, 
Vail to ber Mt 7855 7 
This Phi contends in ill 
— — — 
y Feathers white. dns gow 
All Praiſes, which are paid as Debts, 
Ad not as given; this ſo darks 
In Philoten all graceful Marks, 
That Cleon's Wife with Envy rare, 

fg, wr 0 js 

For good Marina, that her Daughter 
Might fland Peerleſs by this ſlaughter. 
The ſooner ber vile Thoughts to ſtead, 
Lychorida our Nurſe is dead, 
And curſed Diony ſia hath 
| The pregnant Inſirument of Wrath 


\_ 
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44 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 

Preſt for this blow, the unborn Event 

I ds commend to yore Content, 

Only I carried wmged Time 

Poſt, on the lame Feet of my Rhime, 

Which never could I ſo canvey. 

Unleſs Thoughts went on my Way. 

Dionylia doth appear, 

With Leonine & Murderer. Leit. 

Enter Dionyſia, and Leonine. 
Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haft ſworn to do it, 

"Tis but a Blow, which never ſhall be known. 

Thou canſt not do a thing in the World ſo ſoon, 

To yield thee ſo much Profit ; let not Conſcience 

Which is but cold, enflaming thy love Boſom, 

Enflame too nicely ; nor let Pity, which 

Even Women have caſt off, thee, 

But be a Soldier to thy Purpoſe. 
Leon. I will do't, but yet ſhe is a goodly Creature. - 
Dion. The fitter then the Gods ſhould ha 

Here ſhe comes weeping for her only Miſtreſs Death 


A ame.  D2 
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Dion. How now, Marina why de'ye weep alone ? 
How chance my Daughter is not with you? 
Do not conſume your Blood with ſorrowing. 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 45 
Come, Leonine, take her by the Arm, walk with her. 
Mar. No | pray you, 
Tl not bereave you of your Servant. 
Dion. Come, come ; 
1 love the King your Father, and your ſelf, a 
With more than foreign Heart; we every Day 
Expect him here when he (hall come and find 
Our Paragon, to all Reports thus blaſted, 
Nie will repent the Breadth of his great Voyage, 
Blame both my Lord and me, that we have taken 
No care to your beſt Courſes. Go | pray you, 
Walk and be chearful once again; reſerve 
That excellent Complexion, which did ſteal 
The Eyes of Young and Old. Care not for me, 
I can go home alone. 
Mar. Well, I will go, 
But yet I have no deſire to it. 
Dion. Come, come, I know tis good for you; 
Walk half an Hour, Leonine, at the leaft. 
Remember what | have faid. 
Leon. | warrant you, Madam. 
Dion, I'll leave you, my ſweet Lady, for 2 while; 
Pray walk ſoftly, do not hear your Blood: 
What, I muſt have a care of you. Exit. 


Mar. My Thanks, tweet Madam. Is the Wind Wefterly 
6 | that blows ? 


Leon. South-Weſt. 


Mar. When | was born, the Wind was North. 
Leon. Was't fo? 
May. My Father, as Nurſe faith, did never fear, 


But cryed, good Seamen to the Sailors, galling 
His Kingly Hands, 


» 
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Leon. When was this ? 

Mar. When I was born, 
Never was Waves nor Wind more violent, 
And from the Ladder Tackle, waſhes off 
A Canvas Climber : Ha, faith ove, wilt out! 
And with a dropping Induſtry they skip 


45 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
From Stern to Stern: 

The Boat-ſwain whiſtles, and the Maſter calls 
And trebles their Confufion. 


And I am ſworn to do m 
Mar. Why will you kill me? 
Leon. To ſatisſie y $4 
Mar. Why would the have me kill'd now? as I can 
Remember by my Troth, I never did hurt her 
In all my Life, I never ſpake bad word, 
Nor did ill tura to any living Creature; 
Believe me now, I never kill'd a Mouſe, 
Nor hurt a Fly. I trode upon a Worm once 
Againſt my Will, but I wept for it. How have I offended, | 
Wherein my Death might yield her any profit, 
Or my Life imply her any danger? 
Leon. My Commiſſion 
Is not to reaſon of the Deed, but do it. 
Mar. You will not do't tor all the World, I hope: 
You are well-favour'd, and your Looks fore-ſhewy 
— 4 have a very gentle Heart. I faw — lately, 
t Hurt in parting two that tought: 
Good — well . do ſo — | 
Your Lady ſeeks my Life, come you between, 
And fave poor Me the weaker. | 
Leon. I am fworn, and will diſpatch. | 


Wk ECT PEE 


2 8 
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Euter Pirates. | 
1 Pirat. Hold, Villain. 
2 Pirat. A prize! a prize! N 
3 Nirat. Half part, Mates, hal Come, less have 
her aboard ſuddenly. mw [ Exexant. 
Enter Leonine. | 
Leon. Theſe ing Thieves ſerve thegreat Pirate Va du. 


And they have ſeized Marina, let her 
There's no Hope ſhe will re:urn: PIL Ewear ſhe's desd. 
And thrown into the Sca; But II ſee further, 
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ſtrong with us for givi 


Pericles, Prince F Tyre. 47 


will but themſelves her 
hae ay wilt ple oe br 


Whom have raviſh'd, muſt by me be lain. [ Exit. 
| Enter Pander, Boult and Bawd. 
Pand. Bowl. 


Boult. Sir. 

Pard. Search the Market narrowly, Metalline is full of 
Gallants we loſt too much Mony this Mart, by being too 
Wenchle ſs. 
 Bawd. We were never ſo much out of Creatures, we 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do, and they with continual Action, are even as good 
as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let's have freſh ones what e er we pay 
for them, if there be not a Conſcience to be us'd inevery 
Trade, we ſhall never proſper. 

Bawd. Thou ſfay' true, tis not our bringing up of poor 
Baſtards, as I think, I ht ſome eleven. 

Bowlt. I too eleven, and brought them down again, 
But ſhall I ſearch the Market ? 

Bawd. What elſe. Man? The Stuff we have, a 
Wind will blow it to pieces, they are fo pitifully ſodden. 

Pang. Thou ſay ft true, there's twounwh in Con- 
ſcience, the poor Tranſilvanian is dead that lay with the 
little Baggage. 

Boult. Ay, ſhe quickly poup'd him, ſhe made him Roaſt- 
Meat for Worms, but l go ſearch rhe Market. [ Exit. 

Pand. Three or four thouſand Chickens were as pretty 
a Proportion to live quietly, and fo give over. 

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? Is it a ſhame 
to get when we are old? 

Pand. DDr 
ty, nor Commodity wages not wi Danger 
Therefore, if in our Youths we could pick up ſome pre 
Eſtate, twere not amiſs to keep our Door hatch'd; 
the fore Terms we ſtand upon with the Gods, will be 
o'er. 

Bawd. Come, other offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we, ay, and better too, we offend worſe, 
neither is our Profeſſion any Trade, it's no Calling: But 
here comes Bouli. Enter 


———_ 


43 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
| Enter Boult with Pirates, and Marina. | 
Bont. Come your Ways, my Maſters, you fay ſhe's a 

Virgin? 

RN — 
Bout. Maſter, through for this Piece 
if you like her, fo; & nor, | have loſt my Earneſt, 

Bawd. Bonult, has he any Qualities? 

Boult 


, my Maſters, you ſhall have your 
take ber in, inſtruct her what ſhe 


if Men were as they have been: Get this done as | com- 


ou. 

Performance ſhall follow. [ Exit, 
Mar. Alack, that Leonine was fo flack, fo flow : 

He ſhould have ftruck not ſpoke ; 

Or that theſe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 

Had o'er-board thrown me, for to ſeek my Mother. 


Bawd. Why weep you, pretty one? 
Ye 


Mar. The more's my Fault to ſcape his Hands, 
Where | was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you ſhall live in Pleaſure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes indeed ſhall you, and taſte Gentlemen of all 
Faſhiens. You ſhall fare well; you ſhail have the diffe- 
rence of all Complexions: vt at, d ye ſtop your Ears? 


Baud. 


Mar. Are you a Woman? 


f 


. - 


2 
f 
2 Sejourner | 
therefore W © 
Harveſt | N 
Boult. n 
wake the 7 
Mar 4 
Unt y d ; \ 
Diana ai © þ 
Bawd. F' 
with us. FF 
' Enter Cleon and Dion yſia. ” 4 
Why are you fooliſh, can it be undone ? d 
Dionyſa, ſuch a pi v 
| ne er 18 
turn I 
Cle. Were I chief Lord orld, = D 
Id give it to undo the deed. uch leſs in Blood B 
than Virtue, yet a Princeſs to fingle Crown of the © 


ia the juſtice of e: O Villain, Leonine, hom 

thou haſt poiloned too, if thou had'ſt drunk to him, it had | 
been a kindneſs becoming well thy Face; what can t. 
thou fay, when noble Pericles ſhall demand his Child? 
Dim. That ſhe is dead. Nurſes are not the Fates to 


oller it, nor ever to preſerve; bi 5 
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= x2 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 7 
ACT W. SCENETL 


| HU 8 Time we waſte, and Leagues make . 
| . 
Making to take aur Imagination, 
wd bourn to bourn, Region to Region. 
3 — . — 
To one Language, in | Clime , 

= —— > 245% =p op = 
g To learn of me, who ſtands in gaps to teach you 
3 The Stages of our Story, Pericles 

| Is now again thwarting the 
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Advanc'd in time to great and high Eſtate. 

Well ſailmg Ships, and bonmteous Winds have brougli 
2 Soi, abit ahe Fila 
So with his Steer 


« Ss Ao. i. .. a 


Your Ears unto your Eyes I'll reconcile. 


Eater Pericles at ane Door with all his Train, Cleo and 
Dionyſia at the other: Clean ſhews Pericles the Tomb, 
whereat Perieles makes Lamentation, puts on Sackcloth, | 

and in a mighty Paſhon departs. | 


4 v- * * 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. $3 


he rides it out. Now take we our way 


* 


Epicaph for Marina, write by Dionyfia. 


22 and beſt lies here, 
Who wit her d in her Spring of Year: 
c 


She was of Tyras Daughter, 
On whom foul Death hath made this 
Marina was ſhe call'd, and at her Birth, 
That is, being proud, ſwallow'd * 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o'erflow'd, 
Hath Thetis Birth child on the Heav'ns beſtow d. 
Wherefore ſhe does and ſwears (he'll never flint, 
Make raging Battry upon Shores of Flint. 


No Vizor does become black Villany, 

So well as ſoft and tender Flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his Danghter's dead, 

And bear his Conrſes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, while our flear muſt Play 

His Daughter woe and heavy well-a-day, 

In her unholy Service: Patience then, 
Aud think you now are all in Metaline. [Exit. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 
1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like? 
2 Gent. No, nor never ſhall do in ſuch à place as this, 
ſhe being once gone. 
1 Gene. But to have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of ſuch a thing ? 
k 2 Gent. No, no; „ ͤ„ O—— 
ſhall we go hear the Veſtals fing ? 
1 Gent. Tl do any thing now that is Virtuous, but I 
am out of the road of Rutting for ever. [ Exeunt. 
Euter the three Baud: 
Pand. well 1 ad a than rvie the worth of her 
ſhe had ne'er come here. 
Bawd. Fie, fie upon her, the is able to freeze the God 
ian, and undo a whole Generation, we mult either 
ber Raviſht, or be rid of her; when ſhe ſhould do 
os  Clyents her fitment, and do me the kindneſs of our Profeſſi- 
— 77 
; = 


— 


to the Pox. Here comes the Lord L 
viſh Baggage would but give way to Cuſtomers. 
Enter 


Impunit 
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ber Prayers, her Knees, that ſhe would make a Puritan 


the Devil, if he ſhould chezpen a Kiſs of her. i 
Non. Faith I muſt raviſh her, or ſhe ll disfurniſh us 

all our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Prieſts, 

Tad No the Pox upon her Green-fickneſs for me. 


Bawd. Faith there's no way to be rid of it. but b 1 
— u Here comes the Lond Lyimacbu dil the pee. 


Lyfimachus. 

Lyf. How now, how a dozen of Virginities? 

Bawd. Now the Gods bleſs your Honour. 

Dont I am glad to ſee your Honour in good Health. 

Ly. You may fo, tis the better for you, that your Re- 
forters ſtand upon ſound Legs, how now? wholeſome 
_ y have you, that a Man may deal withal, and des 

4 | 


Band. We have one here, Sir, if ſhe would 
But there never came her like in Metaline. 

Lyfe. If ſhe'd do the Deeds of Darknets, thou would'ſt 

Bawd. Your Honour knows what tis to ſay well 

Ly Well, call forth, call forth. 

Done. For Fleſh and Blood, Sir, white and red, 


r if ſhe 


PHP. 


will you uſe bi 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 55 
May. 1defire to find him ſo, that I may worthily note 
w Next, he's the Governor of this Country, and 
a Man whom I am bound to. 2 ; 

1 


Bawd without any more virginal ing, 

nne 
| Mar. What be will do gracionſiy, I will thankfully re- 
cee. 


I. Have you done? | | 
. 
to Work der to Come, we ve 
00S hor ces . [ Exit Bawd. 


_— pretty one, how long have you been at this 


Mar. What Trade, Sir ? 

Ly. Why, I cannot name't but I ſhall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my Tr. de, 
Pleaſe you to name it. 

I How long have you been of this Profeſſion ? 

Mar. Eer fince I can remember. 

Lyſ. Did you go tot ſo young, were you a Gameſter at 
five or at ſeven? 


Mar. rer 5 
Lyſ. Why t dwell in. I to 
F Wl. 77 you proclaims you 
Mar. Do you know this Houſe to be a Place of ſuch re- 
fort, and will come into it? 1 hear ſay you are of honour- 
able Parts, and the Governor of this place, 


. Why your 
f Shameand Iniqui 
ower, and fo Land 


O you have heard ſomething 
aloof for more ſcrious Woo- 


could'ſt have ſpoke ſo well, I nc'er dream'd thou 
could'ſt ; 


A Curſe upon him, die he like a Thief 
Thar robs thee of thy Goodneſs; if thou doſt hear from me, 
It ſhall be for thy good. 
Baut. I beſcech your Honour, one Piece for me. 
Lyſ. Avant thou damn'd Door-keeper, 
Your Houſe, but for this Virgin that doth prop it, 
Would fink and overwhelm you. Away. [ Exit. 
Boxlt. How's this? We maſt take another Courſe with 
? it your peeviſh Chaftity, which is not worth a Break- 
in the cheapeſt Country under the , hall undo a 
whole Houſhald, let me be gelded bike 5 daniel; come 


ways. 
* Puter would you have me? 

Bowe. 1 muſt have your Maidenhead taken off, or the, 
common Hangman ſhall execute it ; come your way, wel 
haveno more Gentlemen driv'n away: come your ways,l faq" 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 57 


Enter Bawd. 


Bawd. How now, what's the matter ? 
Boult. 


Bawd. O abominable. f 

Bowlt. She makes our Profeſſion as it were to ſtink before 
the Face of the Gods. 

Bawd. Marry hang her up for ever, 

Zandt. The Noble man would have dealt with her like a 


Mar, Hark, hark, you Gods. . 
Bawd. She conjures, away with her, weuld ſi e had never 
come within my Doors, marry hang you. ſhe's born toundo 
us, will you not go the way of Women-kind ? Marry come 
up my Diſh of Chaſtity, with Roſemary and Bays. [ Exit. 
Bowls, Come, Miſtreſs, come your ways with me. 
— _ — you have me? x 
. To om the Jewel hold fo dear. 
Mar. Prithee tell me — thing 2 . 
 Boulr. Come now, your one thing? 
Mar. What can'ſt thou wiſh thine Enemy to te? 
hy I could wiſh him to be my Maſter, or rather 
Neither of theſe are yet fo bad as thou 
they do better thee in their Command; 
a place, tor which the pained'ſt Fiend 
not in Reputation change: [comes 
the d: mn'd Door-keeper to Cuſherel that 
bing for his Tib. To the cholcrick Viſting of ever y 
is liable, thy Food is fuch 
h been belch'd on by infeQtious Lungs. 
What would you have me do? to the Wars, 
you, wherea may ſerve ſeven Years for the loſs 
Leg, and have not Mony enough in the end to buy 
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Aim a wooden once? 
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vs Pie, Price Tyre. 


but this thou doſt, . 
Empty or common-ſhores of Filth; 

Serve by Indenture to the common man, 
| Any o theſe ways are et beter than this: 


For what thou proſeſſeſt, a Baboon, could he ſpeak, 
Would own a Name too dear : 


Oh, that the Gods would ſafely deliver me from this Place; 
Here, here's Gold for thee, if that thy Maſter would gain by 
Proclaim that I can Sing. Weave Sow, and Dance, (me, 
With other Virtues, which II keep from boaſt, 
And I will undertake all theſe to teach. [lars. 
I doubt not but this populous City will yield many Scho- 
Bowler. But can you teach all this you ſpeak of? . 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 
And proſtitute me to the baſeſt Groom 
That doth frequent j our Houſe. 
Bowler, Well, 1 ſee what I can do for thee: If Ican 
Place thee, I will. 
Mar. But amongſt honeſt Women. 5 
Bowls Faith my Acquaintance lies little among them; 
but fince my Maſter aad Miſtreſs have bought you, there's 
no going but by their conſent : Therefore 1 will make them 
atquainted with your and I doubt not but I ſhall 


find them tractable Come, Fildo for thee what 
I can, come your ways. [ Exeamt, 


Natures own Shape, of Bud, Bird, Branch or Berry, 

En 

Her Incle, Silk, Twine, with the rubied Cherry, 
Pupils lacks ſhe none of noble Race, 


| „ and ber Gain 
| Ang i ler Father turn our Thoughts again, * 


ww ws. 


O here he is. Sir, there is a Barge put off from Meral, 
and in it is Lyſimachus the Governour, who craves to come 
aboard; what is will? 3 * 


pericles, Prince of Tyre. 59 
Where we left him at Sea, tumbled and 
And driv'n before the Wind, be is a \ 
ctr: The Oy forts 
him now at : City ftri 

een Feaſt to beep from whence 
Lyſimachus our Tyrian Ship efpies, | 
His Banners trim'd with rich 
22 
In ng, 

e ee aha obs by Bark. 


Our heavy Pericles, think | 


Where what is done in Adlion more 
Shall be diſcover'd, plenſe you ſit and 

Enter Hellicanus, to him two Sailors. N 
1 Sail. Where is the Lord Hellicanus? he can reſolve you; 


Gorernne of thtd Fats you He tulle; 
Sir, our Veſſel in i i | 
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| . am a Maid, my 

p vited Eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: She 
| „that, may be, hath endured a Grief 
| yours, if both were juſtly weighed; though 
one my State, my Derivation 


equivalent with mighty 2 
to 


rooted out m 
aukward Caſualties bound me in fervi- 
il defaſt, but there is ſomething glows upon 
whiſpers in mine Ear, Go not "till hee 


Fortunes, Parentage, good Parentage to equal 
— —— 
, if you 
not do me Victence 8 
do thi pray you turn your me, 
9223 — 


nor of any ſhews, yet I was mortally brought 


am rn 
» I am great with wo, and ſhall de liver weeping : 


deareſt Wife was like this Maid, and ſuch a one my 
Daughter might have been: * n's Brows, | 
ber Stature to an Inch, as wand-like ſtraight, as Silver voic'd, 4 
hee Eyes as Jewel-like, and caſt as richly, in pace anorher F 
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62 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Who ſtarves the Ears ſhe feeds, and makes them 
— , the more ſhe gives them Speech; where do you 


may d ſcern the Place. " | 
Per. Where were you bred? And how atchiev'd you | 
theſe Endowments which you make more rich to owe? | 


i | 


Per. thy P I think thou ſaidſt 
hadſt — gra | "Wray © Injury, and that 
t thy Griefs might equal mine, if both were 
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me. 
Mar. Patience, good Sr, or here Fil ceaſe. 
Per. Nay, I'll be patient, thou little kaow't how thou 


A 3. £2 


b <> * = * * 
* „„ 
w * , 


= N 


_ _ - , * „ —  — 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 63 
a Daughter, and call'd Marine ? 
would believe me, but not to be a 


Per. At Sea? who was thy Mother 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who 
died the Minute I was born, as my good Nurſe Lychorids 
e 

Per. O ſtop there a little, this is the rareſt Dream 
That ere dull Sleep did mock fad Fools withal: 

This cannot be my Daughter; buried! well, where were 
you bred? I'll hear you more to the bottom of your Sto- 
oe 4 4 

Mar. You ſcorn, believe me twere beſt 1 did give 


er. 
Per. I will believe the Syllable of what you ſhall 
deliver, yer give youny 6 how, came you in thats 
w 


But, 

weep? It may be you think me an Impoſtor, no, 
faith. | am the Daughter to King Pericles, if good 
Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, Hellicans ? 

Hell. Calls my Lord? 


E. 


Fe 
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64 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Lyſ. She never would tell her Parentage. | 
ing demanded that, ſhe would fit ſtill and weep. 


beger't him that did thee beger, 
wi hep at Bon, buried at Tharſus, 
in: O Hellicanns, 


What was thy Mother's Name? tell me but that, 
For Truth can never be confirm d enough, 
Though Dout ts did ever fleep. 

Mar. Firſt, Sir, I pray what is your Title? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre; but tell me now 
's Name, as in the reſt you ſaid, 

Thou haſt been God like perteR, the Heir of Kingdoms, 
And another like co Pericles thy Father. : 

Mar. Is it not more to be your Daughter, than to ſay, 
my Mother's Name is Thaifſs? Thaiſa was my Mother, 
who did end the Minute I began. 

Fer. Now Bleſſing on thee, riſe, thou art my Child, 
Give me freſh Garments, mine own Hellicaums, ſhe is 
not dead at Thais, as the ſhould have been by ſavage 
Clean, the ſhall tell thee all, when thou ſhalt knecl and 
n= in Knowledge, ſhe is thy very Princeſs. Who is 

is ? 


Hel. Sir, tis the Governor of Metaline, who hearing of 
your Melancholly, did come to ſee you. 

Per, 1 embrace you; give me my Robes; 
I am wild in my beholding. Oh Heav'n bleſs my Girl. 
But hark, what Muſick's this, Hellicanus? my Marma, 
Tell him o'er Point by Point, for yet he ſet ms to doat, 
How ſure you are my Daughter; but where's this Muſick ? 

Hell. My Lord, 1 hear none. 

Fer. None? The Mulick of the Sphere, liſt, my Marina 

A It is not good to croſs him, give him way. 

Per. Rareſt Sounds, do ye not hear? 

Ly. Maſick, my Lord, 1 bear. 


Jer, 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 653 
Per. Moſt heav'nly Muſick, 
It nips me unte liſtning, and thick Slumber 
upon mine Eyes; let me reſt. 
IV A Pillow for his Head, fo leave him all. ; 
Well my Companion Friends, if this but anſwer to my juſt 
belief, I'll well remember you. 


— — 
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ACT V. SCENE L 


Diana appearing to Pericles aſleep. 
Dia. I Y Temple ſtands in Epheſs, hie thee thither, 
. M And ra pt mine Alrar Sacrifice. 
There, when my Maiden Priefts are met together, 
Before all the People reveal 
How thou at Sea didſt loſe thy Wife 
To mourn thy Croſſes with thy Daughters call, 
And give them Repetition to the like: 
Or perform my Bidding, or thou liveſt in woe : 
Dot, and happy by my Silver Bow; 
| Awake, and tell thy Dream. 
Per. Celeſtial Dian, Goddeſs Argentine, 
I will obey thee. Hellicauus. 
Per. M Ef > ;- here to ſtrike 
a Was u, t to ſtri 
The inhoſpitable Cleen, but I am for other Service firſt, 
Toward us turn our blown Sails, 


eek 


T 


vas 
IX 


Enter Pericles, Lyſimachus, Hellicanus, Marina, Thaiſa, 


mon, 

Per. Hail Dian, to juſt Command, 
I here confeſs my r n # Tyre, 
Who frighted from my Country, did wed 
At Pentapolis, the fair Ihaiſa, 
At Sea in Child - bed died ſhe, but forth 
A Maid Child called Marina; who, O Gaddeſs, 
Wears yet thy Silver Livery. She at Tha-ſus 
Was Nurſt with Cleon, who at fourteen Years 
He fought to Murder, but her better Stars 
Brought her to Metaline, gainſt whoſe Shore riding, 
Her Fortunes brought the Maid aboard to us, 
Where by her own moſt clear remembrance, ſhe 
Made known her ſelf my Daughter. 

Thai, Voice and favour! You are, you are, O Royd 
Perxles. * 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 67 
| Bey. What means the Woman? ſhe dies! help, Gentle- 
. Sr if you have told Dians's Ala true, | 

is i Wi 
w_  — > y no,. I threw her over-board 
with theſe very Arms. 


Upon this Coaſt, I warrant you. 
” Tis mat certain 


Cer. Look to the Lady; O ſhe's but overjoy'd. 


. 

ing morn, this Lady wasthrown upon this 
4 5 — 

? 


re- 


Per 
Early in bl 
Shore: 1 open'd the Coſſin, theſe rich 
cover'd her, 

hem 


Cer 
Y 4 
and here in Diana's Temple. 
Per woe t 
Cer. Great Sir 


Ma 

Great Sir, they ſhall be brought you to my Houſe, 
whither I invite — , Thaiſa is recovered. 

Thai. O let me look; if he be none of mine, 

My Sanctity will to my Senſe bend no licentious Ear, 
Buc curb it ſpight of ſeeing: 
O my Lord, are you not Pericles? 

ike him you ſpeak, like him you are: 
Did you not name a Tempeſt. a Birth, and Death ? 

Per. The Voice of dead Thaiſs. 

Thai. That Thaiſa am I, ſuppoſed dead and drown'd. 
Per. Immortal Dian! 

Thai. Now I know you better, 
When we with Tears parted Pentapolis, 

The King, my Father, gave you ſuch a Ring. 

Per. This, this, no more, you God:, 

Your preſent Kindneſs makes my paſt Miſeries Sport; 
You ſhall do well, that on the touching of her Lips 

I may melt, and no more be ſeen; 

O come, be buried a ſecond time within theſe Arme. 
* My Heart leaps to be gone into my Mother's Bo- 


Per. Look who kneels here, Fleſh of, thy Fleſh, Thaiſa, 
Thy Burden at the Sea, and call d . 
For ſhe was yielded there. | 

Thai. Bleſt, and mine own. 

Hell, Hail, Madam, and my Queen. 


F 
TY 4 


63 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
. I know you not. | k 
neun e fay when 1 did ay from Dy 


Can 
1 have nam'd him oft, 


0 
p 
: 


Queen re- lives? 
my Lord; ch you firſt go with me 
where ſhall be ſhewn you all 


No needful thing omitted. 

— dleſs thee for thy Viſion, 

ight Oblations to thee. 

ince, the fair betroth'd of your Daughter, 
at Pentapolis, 


Will 1 clip to form, 
. 


To Marriage Day, I'll beautifie. 
| —— 1 — Crodie, 
Sir, my Father's dead. 


Per. Heav'ns make a Star of him; yet here, my Queen, 
We'll celebrate their Nuptials, and our ſelves 


Will in that Kingdom our following Days; 
Our Son and Daughter in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerymon, we do our longing ſtay, 


To hear the reſt untold, Sir, lead's the way. ¶ Ex. ammes. 
Eater 
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Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Enter Gower. 
In Dr 
7 uſt Reward: 
Rn 
llnbong h aſſail d with Fortunes fierce and keen, 
Virtue preferr'd from fell Deſerudtion's blaſt, 
Led on by Heav'n, and crown'd with Foy at laſt. 
In Hellicanus may you well deſcry, 
A Fignre of Truth, of Faith, of Loyalty : 
In reverend Cerymon there well appears. 
The worth that | — 
Had ſpread their curſed Deed and honor d Name 
Of Pericles, 19 rage the City turn, 
The Gods for Murder ſeemed ſo content, 
To pmniſh, although not done, but meant. 
So on your Patiences ever more attending 


New Foy wait on you, here aur Play hath ending. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ 
| | R. Flowerdale, 4 Merchant, trading at Venice. 


IM ktartthew Flowerdale, his Prodigal Son. 

Av. Flawerdale, Brother to the Merchant. 

: Sir Lancelot Spurceck of Lewſome in Kent, 

= Sir Arthur Greenſhood, a Commander, In Love 
Oliver, 4 Corniſh Clothier, with Luce. 


Weathercock, 4 Paraſite to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. _ 
Tom Civet, in Love with Frances. | 


_ & Servants to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 


Dick and Ralph, two Cheating Gamefters. 
Ruffin, « Pander t0 Miſtreſs Apricock a Bam. 


Frances, 

Luce, Daughters to Sir Lancelot Spurcock. 
Delia, 
Sheriff and Officers. 
A Citizen and his Wife. 
Drawer. 
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SCENE London, and the 
Parts adjacent. 


A 
Be 
E 
be 
M 
tu 
de 
B 
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London Prodigal. 


——— 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter Flowerdale the Merchant and his Brother. 


= diſguis'd, 
come to prove the Humc urs of my 
Son : 
How hath he born himſelf ſince my 
departure, 
l leaving you his Patron and his Guide? 
Une. Fiaith, Brother, fo, as you will grieve to hear, 
And I almoſt aſhamed to it. 
Fath. Why how is't Brother ? What, doth he ſpend 
12 the allowance 1. him A * 
How! beyond that? and more ; Y 
Exhibition is nothing; he hath ſpent that, and 2 
borrow'd, proteſted with Oaths, alledged Kindred to wri 
Mony trom me, by the Love I bore his Father, by the For- 
tunes might fall upon himſelf, to furniſh his Wants: That 
_ _— fince 1 his Friend and Friends 
alt I know that he ſpends is yours, it 
_ me to fee the unbridled Wildneſs that . 


over 
Vor. VIII. D Fath, 
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Fa Brother, what is the manner his Life ? how 
+ the Name of his Offences? if they do not reliſh altogether 
_ of Damnation, his Youth may privilege his Wantonneſt: 


*ill forty ; well, you ſee how I am: For Vice once looked 
into with the Eyes of Diſcretion, and well ballanced with 
the weights of Reaſon, the Courſe paſt, ſeems ſo aboming. 
ble, that the Landlord of himſelf, which is the Heart of his 
Body, will rather intomb himſelf in the Earth, or ſeek : 
newTenant to remain in him. which once ſet led, how much 
better are they that in their Youth have known all theſe 
Vices, and left em, than thoſe that knew little, and in their 
Age run into em? Believe me, Brother, they that die mol 
Virtuous, have in their Youth liv'd moſt Vicious ; and 
none knows the Danger of the Fire more than he that falls 
into it: But ſay, how is the Courſe of his Life? let's hear 
his Particulars. 

Dur. Why Vil tell you, Brother, he is a continual Swear- 
er, and a breaker of his Oaths, which is bad. 
| Fath. I grant indeed to ſwear is bad, but not in 
thoſe Oaths is better; for who will ſet by a bad 
thing? Nay, by my Faith, I hold this rather a Virtue 
than a Vice. Well, I pray proceed. 

Unc. He is a mighty Brawler, and comes commonly 
by the worſt. 

Fath. By my Faith this is none of the worſt neither, for 
if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will in time make him 
ſhun it : For what brings a Man or Child more to Virtue 
than Correction? What reigns over him elſe? 

Une, He is a great Drinker, and one that will forget 
' himſelf. 
þ Fath. © beſt of all, Vice ſhould be forgotten, let him 
drink on, fo he drink not Churches. Nay, and this be the 
worlt, I hold it rather Happineſs in him, than any in 
Ang. Hath he any more Attendants ? 
: Brother, he :s one that will borrow of any Man. 
" Fath. Why youſee ſo doth the Sea, it borrows of all 
the ſmall Currents in the World to encreaſe himſelf. 


Unc. Ay, but the Sca pays it again, and fo will never 
Faih, 


your Son. 


L (elf tan an unbridled Courſe till thirty, nay, am 
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them over now, as 
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.  , -» op the Sea, neither, if it were as 


N hater, 1 ſee you rather like theſe Vices 


your Son, than any way condemn them. 
2 *. Nay miſtake me not, Brother, for though I ſlur 
as things ſlight and nothing, his Crimes 
being in the Bud, it would gall my Heart, they ſhould 
ever reign in bim. 
Flow. Ho? who's within ho? 
Flowerdale knocks within, 
Unc. That's your Son, he is come to borrow more Mony. 
Fath. For God's ſake give it out I am dead, 
See how he'll take it. 
Say 1 have brought you News from his Father. 
1 have here drawn a formal Will, as it were from my ſelf, 
Which I'll deliver him. 
Unc. Go to, Brother, no more : I will. 
Flow. Uncle, where are you, Uncle ? [Within. 
Unc. Let my Couſin in there. 
Fath. I am a Sailor come from Venice, and my Name 


s Chr: . 
_— Exter Flowerdale. 

Flow. By the Lord, in truth, Uncle. 

os In truth would a ferv'd, Coutin, without the 
Lor 

Flow. By your leave, Uncle, the Lord is the Lord cd 
Truth. A couple ot Raſcals at the Gate, ſet upon me for 
my Purſe. 


Unc. You never come, but you bring a brawl in your 
Mouth. 


Flow. By my Truth, Uncle, you muſt nceds lend me 
ten Pound. 

Une, Give mv Couſin ſome {mall Beer here. 

Fm. Nay look you, you turn it to a Jeſt now, by this 
Light, I ſhould ride to Croydon Fair, to meet Sir Lancelot 
Spurceck, 1 ſhoul4 have his Daughter and tor 
ten Pound, a Man ſhall loſe nine hundred threeſcore 
odd Pounds, and a daily Friend beſide, by this Hand, Un- 
cle. tis true. 

Une. Why, any thing is true for ought 1 know. 

, D 2 * 
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. Why what is it, Couſin? 
this, Uncle, can you tell me if the Rum 

come _ 

. Ay marry wt. 

y Gad I thank you for that News. 


THE 


is't in the Pool can you tell ? 
It is; what of that ? 

Flow. What? why then I have fix Pieces of Velvet ſent 
me, Til give you a Piece, Uncle: For thus ſaid the Let- 
ter, a Piece of —— a three pil'd black, a colour d 
Deroy, a Crimſon, a fad Green, and a Purple: Yes i faith. 

Unc. From whom ſhould you receive this? 

Flow. Frem who? why from my Father; with Commen- 
dations to you, Uncle, and thus fe writes; I know, faith 
. 
willing at my return I wi am tisſied; 1 
— was che very ——"+ 3" *7- 7 as 
Unc. Have you the Letter here? 

Flow. Yes, I have the Letter here, here is the Letter: 
No, yes, no, let me ſee, what Breeches wore I on Satur- 
day: Let me fee, a Teſday, my Calamanka, a Wedneſday, 


of 


b tle Lani 


| Flow. Marry Didiſſimo terſios Septembri ; 
RD 
Duc. 


n 


— te, your Father is dead, theſe Hands 


wind 
dead. 
how 


w all the Bills of Lading. and the Vel- 
of, there is ao ſuch aboard. 
I aſſure you, then there's Knavery a 


Fath. I'll be ſworn of that: there's Knavery abroad 
altho? there was never a piece of Velvet in Venice. 
I he died in Eſtate. 

Fath. To the report of the World he did, and made his 
Will, of which 1 am an unworthy Bearer. 
Flow. His Will, have you his Will ? 
Fath. Yes, Sir, and in the preſence of your Uncle I 
, | wa willed to deliver it. 
N Une. 1 hope, Couſin, now God hath bleſſed you with 
Wealth, will not be unmindful of me. 
/ Flow. Vil do reaſon, Uncle; yet i'faith I rake the denial 
7 } of this ten Pound very harcly. 
Flow. B Luck deny d me directly. 


Ua. II be judg'd by this good Fellow. 
Fath, Not directly, Sir 

Flow. Why, he ſaid he would lend me none, and that 
had wont to be a direct denial, if the old Phraſe hold: 
Well Uncle, come we'll fall to the Legacics, in the Name 
of God, Amen. D 3 tem 


Item, I bequeath to my Brother Flowerdal, three Hun 


dred Pounds, to pay ſuch trivial Debts as I owe in Law 


feet while 
fop off his Poſterity with Paradoxes? 
Fath, This he made, Sir, with his own Hands. 
Flow. Ay, well, nay come, good Uncle, let me have this 
imagine you have loſt it, or robb'd of it, or 


e lend i him, Sir, 1 ff have an Eat 
ity worth Pound, all that Vil ingage for 
1 im in a Marriage. 

Flow. Ay doth it, this is a Fellow of ſome Senſe, 


Na 
3 > my troth, would I were Worſhip's Man. 
oo What? would thou ſerve "a 
Fa; +4 , „Sir. 
Flow, Why II — what thou ſhalt do, thon fay'ft 
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WE. into Cloaths, thou ſhalt ride with me to Crydon 
Fair. 
"Fath. 1 thank you, Sir, I will attend you. 
Flaw. Well, Uncle, you will not fail me an Hour hence. 
| Unc. 1 will not, Couſin. 
Flow. What's thy name, Keſter? 
Fath. Ay, Sir. 
Flow. Well, provide thy ſelf: Uncle fare wel 'till anon. 
[Exit Flowerdalo. 
Unc. ;- 4% og) ay like your Son? 
Fach. I'faith Brother, like a mad unbridled Colt, 
Or as a Hawk, that never ſtoop'd to Jure : 
The one muſt be tamed with an Iron bit, 
The other muſt be watch'd, or till ſhe is wild, 
Such is my Son, a while let him be ſo, 
For Counſel ſtill is Folly's deadly Foe. 
Fl ferve his Youth, for Yourh muſt have his courſe, 
For being reſtrain'd, it makes him ten times worſ : 
His Pride, his Riot, all that may be nam'd, | 
Time may recal, and all his Madneſs tam'd. Extunt. 
Enter Sir Lancelot, Maffer Weathercock, 
Artichoak, Luce and Frank. 
Lane. Sirrah, Archichoak, get you home before; 
And as you prov'd your felf a Calf in buying, 
Drive home your fellow-Calves that you have . 
Art. Yes, forſooth, ſhall not my Fellow go a» 
long with me? 
Lanc. wy rad ge + 1.4 4- ans 
Art. Daffudit, fare we ellow | . 
You may fee, Miſtreſs, yn up 5 
laſtead of waiting on you, l am ſent to drive home Calves. 
Lane, Tfaith Frank, I muſt turn away this Daffdil, 
He's grown a very fooliſh fawcy Fellow. 
Fran. Iadced-law, Father, he was fo fince I had him: 
Before he was wiſe enough for a Fooliſh Serving-Man. 
Weath. But what ſay you to me, Sir Lancelot ? . 
Lane. O, about my Daughters, well, 1 will go forward 
Here's two of them, God fave them; but the third, 
O ſhe's a Stranger in her courſe of Life, 
She hath ed you, Maſter Weathercock. 


D mY Weath. + 
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Weath. Ay by the Rood, Sir Lancelot, that ſhe hath, but 


In- 
Nay be not angry, Sir, at her denial, the hath re 


ſeven of the worſhipfuli't, and worthieſt Houle. 
this day in eng: Indeed ſhe will not marry, | 


But tis an old Proverb of on nanny 


That Women dying Mai is, in Hell. 

L anc. That's a fooliſh Proverb a falſe, 

Weath. By the Maſs, I think it be, and therefore let it go: 
But who ſhall marry with Miſtreſs Frances ? 


2 By my troth they are talking of marrying me, 


er. 
"+ >  -,-— J_ 
may have leave to prattle as 
Yeu a Wit, and it were your Alablaſter. 
Lace. T'faith and thy Tongue trips trench more, 
Lanc. No of my Kaighthood, not a Suiter yet; 
Alas, God help her, filly Girl, a Fool, a very Foo! ; 
But there's the other black Brows a ſhrewd Girl, 
She hath Wit at Will, and Suiters two or thre: ; 
Sir Arthur Greenſhield one, a gallant Knight, 
A valiant Soldier, but his Power but . 
Then there's young 


ie ooccc cAA©£C_ 


Df You may ask Plato, and Dame Proferpine that : I 


would be loth to be ridled, Sir. 


— erer: 


yet what Shoe- maker ſhall 
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fave you, Sir. 
2 your Name, Sir? 
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Flow. O, 1 know him, Sir, he is a Fool, but reaſonable 
rich. his Father was one of theſe Leaſe-mongers, theſe 
mongers, theſe Mony-mongers, but he never had 

a Whore-monger. 
Enter Maſter Civet. 


1 promiſe you, Sir, are at too much 
Sir, I thank God my 


wherewithal ; if it pleaſe you, Sir, I have 
this Gentlewoman here, in the way of 
0 you, Sir: pleaſe 
ww. | forme, to my poor Houſe, you ſhall 
Father, 

Fl 
4 
i 
ve 
ls 
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c. 
it 
or Lieutenant, lead your Soldiers to the Ships, 
t, There let them have their Coats, — 

They ſhall have pay; fare wel, look to your . 

Sol. Ay, we are now ſent away, and cannot fo much 
of as ſpeak with our Friends. 

Oli. No Man what ere you uſed a zutch a Faſhion, thick 
re 
h charm your Tongue. 
s | Exeumt Soldiers. 


Oli. Bin you a Preſſer, Sir? 
Arth. I am a Commander, Sir, under the King. 


0, 
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N you be ne er zuteh a Commander, 


a ſpoke with my vreens before I chid a gone, ſo ſhud. 
Arth. Content your lf, Man, my Authority will ſtretch 


to a Man as 
N= — preſs Scoundrels. and thy Meb- 


ſels; Preſs me, chee A thee i faith: For ſeeſt thee, 


1 —— cham not to be preſſad 
thee. 
> 7 FPS Weathercock. young Flowerdale, old | 
Flowerdale, ung £6. 74 » 
Lane. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewſome, welcome by | 
my Troth: What's the matter Man, why are you vext? 
Oh. Why Man he would prefs me. 
Lane. C fie, Sir Arthur. preſs him? 
He is a Man of rec 
Weath. Ay,” that he is, Sir 4rthwr, be hath the Nobles, 
The golden Ruddocks be. 
420. The futcr for the Wars: 
And were he not in favour 
1 he ſhould fee, 
have power to pref. fo good as he. 
Ols. Chill fand to the Trial, ſo chill. 


Flow. Ay marry ſhall he, on gn — 
VWhie- Pot and drowſen Brot tut, tut, he cannot. 

Oli. Well, Sir, the ugh you * vlouten Cloth and Karſy, 
chee a 2:en zutch a Karſy-Ccat wear out the Town fick 
a Zen Jacket, as thick a one you wear. 

Flow. Well fed vlitan viattan. 


. Oli. A and well ſed Cocknell, and hoe. Bell too: What 
= 


' — arend of thy Zilken-C. at, no ter vere 


Cw ER, 
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Lanc. Nay, ve - yam. be all Lovers and Friends 
| Weath. Ay, tis beſt fo, good Maſter Oliver. 
þ Flow. Is your Name Matter Oliver, I pray you. 
Oli. 1 2 tit and be tit. and grieve 


ou. 

but I'd glad!y — Man might not 
x out of Maſter Oliver to work Son. 

Plots upon me, ſtand afide, work thy 
upon me, chill fo uſe thee, thou wert never 
bound thy Head, ans 
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Flow. let him come, let him come. 

oli. Zyrcha, Zyrrha, if it were not for ſhame, ches 
would a given thee zutch a whiſter poop under the Ear, 
chee have made thee a vanged another at my Feet: 
Stand afide, let me looſe, cham all of a vlaming Fire. 
brand; fland aſide. 

Flow. ern | 
Oli. A vig for all my vreens, do'ſt thou tell me of my 


yreens ? 
good Maſter Oliver, no more, Sir Ar« 


Lane. No more, | 
thur. And Maiden, here in the fight of all your Suitors 
my WO, In tell you whom 1 —— 
to the hard Bargain of yo r Marriage Bed; ſhall 
— among you, I | 
Arth. Ay, Sir, tis beſt, 
Lanc. Then, Sir, firſt to you, I do confeſs you a moſt 
= Knight, a worthy Soldier, and honeſt Man: But 
y maintains a French-hood, goes very ſeldom in a 
Chain of Gold, keeps a ſmall train of Servants; hath few 
Friends: And for this wild Oats here, __ — 
I will not judge, God can work Mirac t he 
better make a hundred new, than thee 2 thrifty and an 
honeſt one. 


Heath. Believe me he hath hit you there, he hath touch d 
you to the quick, that he hath. | 
Flow. Weodcock a ay 6s, why Maſter Weathereoch, 
you know I am honeſt, howſoever triſles. 
Heath. Now by my troth I know no otherwiſe, 
O, your old Mother was a Dame indeed : 
Heav'n hath ter Soul, and my Wife's too, I truft. 
And your good Father, honeſt Gentleman, 
ar 724 ss I hear, far hence. 
Flow. Ay, be praiſed, he is far encugh, 
He is gone a Pilgrimage to Paradiſe, 
And leit me to cut a C inſt Care. 
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ſhall renown thy Wit. [ Exenus, 
Enter Daffidil and Luce. 

Daf. Miſtreſs, till froward? 

Luce. Away my fooliſh Knave, let my Hand go. 

Daf. There's your Hand, but this ſhall go with me: 

My Heart is thine, this is my true Love's Fee. 

Luce. n ipt o'er your Ear for this, 


7 
7 
5 


Luce. Your Man is ſomething fawcy. [ Exit 
Lanc. Go to, Sirrah, Fil talk with you anon. 
Daf. Sir, 1 am a Man to be talked withal, 

| Horſe, I trow ; 

m then no more than fo, 

Weath. Ay, by the Matkins, good Sir Lancelot, I ſavy him 
the other Day hold up the Bucklers, like an Hercules. 
Pfaith God-a- „Lad, I like thee well. 

Lanc. Ay, ay, like him well, go Sirrab, fetch me a cup 


part with Maſter Neathercoct, 

We may drink down our farewel in French Wine. 
Math. 1 thank you, Sir, 1 thank you, friendly Knight, 

Tl come and viſit you, by the Mouſe foot I will; 

In the mean time, take heed of cutting Flowerdale, 

He is a deſperate Dick, I warrant you. 
Lane. He is, he is: Fill, Daffdi, filll me ſome Wine. 

Ha, what wears he on his Arm? F Y 


© 


: 


's W and withal 
with it ; with it | 


Know what belongs to War, what to a Lad) : 
Man offends me, that my Sword ſhall right : 
W loves me, I am her faithful Knight. 

neither doubt your Valour nor your 

there be ſome that bear a Soldier's Form, 


25 
EE 


: 


That by him they never think upon, 
Go | ing up and duwn from Houſe to Houſe, 
Crying, pays: And 


. I'faith, Lady, Ill deſery you ſuch a Man. 
there be many which you have ſpoke of, 
the name and ſhape of Soldiers, 
knows, very ſcluom jaw the War: 
haunt your Taverns and your Ordircarics, 
Ale-houſes ſometimes, for all a- like, 
the brutiſh humour of their Minds, 
Being mark'd down tor the Boadmen of Deſpair : 
| Thais 


EF, 
15 T 


they are wret 
Both for your ſelf, and for your form of Life, 
may chuſe, III be a Soldier's Wife. 

Enter Sir Lancelot and Oliver. 


You ſhall be married with all ſpeed we may: 
One Day ſhall ſerve for Frances and for Luce. 

Oli. Why che wood vain know the time, for providing 
Wedding Raimente. 

Lanc. Why no more but this, firſt get your Aſſurance 
2 my Daughter's Jointure, that diſpatcht, we 


in two Days make Proviſion. 
Oli, Why Man, chill have the Writings made by to 


Lane. To Morrow be it then, let's meet at the King's- 
Head in Fiſh ſtreet. 
Oli. No, fie Man, no, let's meet at the Roſe at Temple- 


Bay, that will be nearer your Counſellor and mine. 


Lanc. At the Roſe be it then, the hour nine, 
He that comes laſt forfeits a Pint of Wine. 

Oli. A Pint is no Payment, 
Let it be a whole Quart, or ing. 

Enter Arti . 

Art. Maſter, here is a Man would ſpeak wich Maſter 
Oliver; he comes from young Maſter Flowerdale. 

Oli. Why chill ſpeak with him, chill ſpeak with him. 
Lance. Nay, Son Oliver, I'll ſurely fee 


im my Friend, chil meet him. 
not meet the Ruſſian, fie. 
him, chil give you leave to call 
4 Where is't, Sirrah ? where is't? where is't ? 


; 'twere not an old Fellow, and 

id give thee ſomething, but chud 
Id thee, for I ſee thou art ſume- 
there's vorty Shillings, bri 
Maſter a veeld, chil give thee vorty more, loo 

bring him, chil mall him tell him, chil mar his 
dancing Treſſels, chil uſe him, he was ne'er ſo uſed ſince 
his Dam bound his Head, chil make him for capering a- | 
ny more chy vor thee. 


you firſt, next clap him up: 
1 


open 

il, be abaffelled up and down the Town for a meſſel, 
a ſcoundrel, no chy bor you: Zirrah chil come, zay 

no more, chil come, tell him. 


— YT.” OV 


il not kill him, marry chil veze him 
in; and 20 God be with you vather. 


8 


1 oe ne > TRIO eve 
Lane. Who ve 
Come forth my honeſt Servant Artichoak. 


Enter Artichoak. 
, what's the Matter? ſome bravol toward, 1 


me thy Sword bright ſcower'd, thy Buck- 
for that Knave, that Villain Daffidil would 
Service. But to thee. 
tricks of all you Gentlemen, when 
need of a good Fellow. O for that Daffidil, 
is he? but if you be angry, and it be but for the 
ing of a Straw, then out a Doors with the Knave, turn 
the Coat over his Ears. This is the humour of you all. 

Lanc. O for that Knave, that luſty Daffidil. 

Arti. Why there 'tis now : our Years Wages and our 
Vails will ſcarce pay for broken Swords and Bucklers that 
we uſe in our Quarrels. But I'll not fight if Daffidil be a 
t'other fide, ig = 

Lanc. *Tis no matter, , Weapons ready, 
and be at London we the teak of BY; nk near the 
Lodging of the Devonſhire Youth, but be unſeen ; and as 
1 
out . | g 
And he goes in the Street ? 

Lanc. Not for a World, Man, into the Fields. For to the 
Field he goes, there to meet the Flowerdale: Take 
thou the part of Oliver my Son, for be ſhall be my Son, 
and marry Luce: Do'ſt underſtand me, Knave? * 
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Arti 
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Sir, I do underſtand 


but my young Mi. 
be better provided 2 with my feb 
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think 


i lenge; and who 
it, but the Devonſhire Man, my Son O- 
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The 


her unto her Grave. 


E 


, I would have thought fo too, 
[ come read this 
you call it, I know not: Come, 


| pra 


God, 


iv'd in him ; 
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I ſee very well. 
ble your Eyes, mine have been 


Years. 
this? what is this? 


Z 


thank. 
, God 
thirt 
har i 


y 


this 
w 


Ha 


it to me 


— 


Nay there is true Love indeed, 
and bad me 


ſram any 


de deceiv'd. 


keep it 


how Men may 
— , what a Wretch am 1 to hate this 


ſee 


h made me, together with my Luce 


? 
dear. Executors of all bis Wealt 


ſo 
„ All, all, good Man, he hath 


F422 
i 


if 


h 


you'all. 


given 


Ships now in the 
; 
ſhips of two hundred Pound a Year 


The one in Wales, the other 


L 


Beſide wharſoever hs Uncle leaves to him 
Being of great Demeans and Wealth at Peckham. 
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y that is friendly faid, let's ride to London 
prevent their match, by promifing your Daughter to 
lovely Lad. 
Lane. We'll 

to 


We'll ride to London, or it ſhall not need, 

croſs to Dedford ftrand, and take a Boat. 

be theſe ? what Artichoak? what Fop? 
Enter Artichoak. 

be the very Kuaves, but not the merry 

take my Cloak, I'll have a walk to Dear 


we have been ſcouring of our Swords and 
our Defence. 
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Sir, 
for 
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Enter Civet, Frank, and Delia. 
Civ. By my troth this is good luck, I thank God for this. 
ln good þ 1 have even my Heart's defire: Siſter 
now I may boldly call you fo, for your Father hath frank 


his Daughter Frank. 

my troth, Tom, thou haſt my will 
God I long'd for a Husband, would I 

| one his name was Tom. 
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rige 
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= | 
a Year at Cuckolds Haven, and that comes 


to us all by Inheritance. 

Del. That may indeed, tis 4 # 
I know not how it comes, it falls out 
That thoſe whoſe Fathers have died wondrous rich, 
And took no Pleaſure but to gather Wealth, 
Thinking of little that they leave behind; 
For them they hope, will be of their like mind. 
But falls out contrary, forty Years ſparing 
Is ſcarce three ſeven Years ſpending, never caring 
What all their Coin is 
And all too late, then Thrift is thought upon ; 
Oft have I heard, that Pride and Riot kiſt. 
And then Repentance cries, for bad I u iſt? 


. You ſay well, Siſter Delia, fay well; but! 
ive within my Bounds; for look you, I have ſet 

reſt thus far, but to maintain my Wife in her 

„and her Coach, keep a couple of Gelding, 

a brace of Gray-hounds, and this is all III do. 

And you'll do this with forty Pounds a Lear? 

Cu. Ay, and a better Penny, Siſter. 

Frank. Siſter, you forge: that at Cuckolds Haven. 

Civ. By my Troth weil remembred, Frank, 

I'll give thee that ro buy thee Pins. 

Del. Keep you the reſt for Points; alas the Day, 
Fools ſhall have Wealth, though all the World fay ay: 
Come, Brother, will you in, Dinner ſtays for us. 

Cv, Ay, good Siſter, with all my Heart. 
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Frank, 
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E Tm, for I have a good Sto: 


e 1 
Do not thi go my 
Del. God grant you may not. Leun, 
Enter young Flowerdale, and his Father, with foils 
in their Hands. 

Flow. Sirrah, Kit, tarry you there, 8 
Lancelot and old Weathercock coming this way, they are 
hard at Hand, I will by no means be ſpoken withal. 

Fath, I'll warrant you, go 
Euer Lancelot and W 


1 


„* 
4 9 
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Fath. 1 do, Sir. 
Lanc. Is he within, my good Fellow ? 
Fath. No, Sir, he is not within, 


prethee, if he be wichin, let me ſpeak with 


is Reputation, therefore he will not ad- 
mit any Conference till he hath ſhook them off. 


: 
g 
1 


4 4 — 
8 
4 


your hopes, and Joſe your Labour. 
Lanc. Honeſt Friend, I have not any ſuch thing to him, 
4 come to ſpeak with him about other Matters. 
Fath. For my Maſter, Sir, hath ſet down his Reſolu- 
tion, either to redeem his Honour, or leave his Life be- 
hind him. | 
Lanc. My Friend, I do not know any Quarrel i 
thy Maſter, or any other Perſon, my Buſineſs is of a dit- 
ferent Nature to him, ard | prethee, ſo tell him. 
Fach. For howſoever the Devonſhire Man is, 
My Maſter's Mind is bloody; that's a round O, 
And therefore, Sir, Intreaties are but vain. 
þ Lane. I have no ſuch thing to him, I tell thee 2 
, 0 F. . 
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Well, what is us, can hardly be alter'd: 
I am to ride forth to morrow, 
muſt ride, 
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Tha 


EF 
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my way, Nature i 
the laſt for me, and there's the Fine. 


I 
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And two Ears; Nature in her Building, 
Is a moſt curious Work-maſter. 


Flow. That is as much as to ſay, a Man ſhould hear more 
Than he ſhould ſpeak. 

Lanc. You ſay true, and indeed I have heard more, 

Than at this time I will ſpeak. | 

La. Slanders are more common than Troths, Maſter 4 

Flowerdale, but Proof is the Rule for both. 1 

Flow, You ſay true, what do you call him | 
Hath it there in his third Canton? | 


Flow. V'Faith, Sir, I am fure I never did you harm : 
Some I have done, either to you or yours, 
| | 1 amfure you know not, neither is it my will you ſhould. 
Lane. Ay, your Will, Sir. | 
Flow. Ay, my Will, Sir; 'sfoot do you know ought of 
Begod and you do, Sir, I am abus d. (my Will? 
Lane. Go, Mr. Flowerdale, what I know, I know; 
And know you thus much out of my Kno wiedge, 
That I truly love you. For my Daughter, 
She's yours. And if you like a Marriage better 
Than a Brawl, all quirks of Reputation ſet aſid-, go with 
me preſently: And where you ſhould fight a blu dy 3at:le, 
you ſhall be married to a lovely Lady. 
a Vor. VIII. E Flor. 
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this 


with Sorrow. 


not his Joy 

have it done 

, as he 
that 
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Sum ſhall 
three 
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oo The London Prodrge!. 
Enter Oliver. 

oli. Cham aſhured thick be the Place, that the ſcoundyl 
Appoinred to meet me; if a come, 20: if a come not, zg, 
And che war aviſe, he would make a Coyſtrel an us, 
Ched veſe him, and che vang him in hand, che would 
Foyſt him, and give it him too and again, zo chud : 
Who a been there, Sir Arthur? chil ſtay aſide. 

Enter Sir Arthur 

Arth. I have dog d the Devenſbire Man into the Field, 
For tear of any harm that ſhould befal him : 

I had an incling of that yeſternight, 
That Flowerdale and he ſhould meet this Morning. 
Though of my Soul, Oliver fears him not, 

Yet for I'd ſee tair play on either fide, 
Made me to come, to ſee their Valours try'd — 
Good Morrow to Maſter Oliver. 

Oli. God and good Morrow. 

Arth. What, Maſter Oliver, are you angry ? 

Oli. What an it be, tyt an grieven yeu ? 
rb. Not me at all, Sir, but I imagi 
By your being here thus arm'd, 
You ſtay for that you ſhould fight withal. 
R md... 

part. 

Arth. No, by my troth, I think you need it not. 
For he you look for, I think means not to come. 

Oli. No, and che war afhure of that, ched aveſe him 
another Place. 


Daff. O, Sir Arthur, Maſter Oliver, ay me. 
Your Love, and yours, and mine, ſweet Miſt: eſs Las, 
This Morning is married to young Flowerdale. 
Arth. Married to Flowerdale ! tis impoſſible. 
Oli. Married, Man? che hope thou doit but jet: 
To make an a volowten merriment of it. 
O tis too true, here comes his Uncle. 
Enter young Flowerdale's Uncle, with Sheriff and Officers. 
2 Good morrow, Sir Authur, good mo: row, Maſler 
r. 
Oli. God and good Morn, Mr. Flowerdale, 1 pray tellen 
ys, is your {ccundcel Kinſman married : Anthe 
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* &th. Mr. Oliver, call him what you will, but he is 
married to Sir Lancelot's Daughter here. 

Unc. Sir Arthur, unto her ? 

Oli, Ay, ha the old vellow zerved me thick a trick ? 
Why Man, be was 2 promiſe, chil chud a had her : 
Is a zitch a vox, chil look to his Water che vor him. 

Unc. The Mulick plays; they are coming from the Church. 
Sheriff, do your Office: Fellows, ſtand ftoutly to it. 

Enter all to the Wedding. 

oli. God give you Joy. as the old zaid Proverb is, and 

dome Zorrow among. You met us well, did you not? 


1 might, Sir 
Peace. 


Field to you, 
ſworn to keep 


as 
the 
Ay marry is he, Sir, a very Juſtice, and ſworn 
Peace, not di 


Weath 
to keep the you muſt 
Lane. Nay, never frown nor ſtorm, Sir, if you do, 
Il have an Order taken for you. 
Oli, Well, well, chil be quier. 
Weath. Mr. Flowerdale, Sir Lancelot, look you, who here 
is? Mr. Flower dale. 
Lanc. Mr. Flowerdale, welcome with all my Heart. 
Flow. Uncle, this is ſhe i'faith : Maſter Under-Sheritf, 
Arreſt me? At whoſe Suit? Draw, Kis. 
Unc. At my Suit, Sir. 
Lance. Why, what's the Matter, Mr. Flowerdale? 
Une. This is the matter, Sir, this Uathrift here 
Hath cozen'd you, and hath had of me 
In ſeveral Sums three thouſand Pound. 
Flow. Why, Uncle, Uncle. 


Lr. Why, Sir, ſuppoſe he be to you in 


Ten thouſand Pound, his State to me a 
bg ned ops thouſand by the Year. 

O, Sir, 1 was too late inform'd of that 
How that he went about to cozen you : _ 
And form d a Will, and ſent it to your good | 
K 3 Friend 
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Church-man pronounc'd theſe Wards but now, 
— — Husband in diſtreſs: 


18 


im: | | 
Do not, 1 , my grieved Soul oppreſs; 
Fo 2 - 4.4 doth blced at his diftreſs. 
Lanc. O Maſter WWeathercock. 


1 mat confeſs 1 forc'd her to this match, 


with Opinion his falſe Will was true. 
. Ah, he hath over-reach'd me too. 
ght have liv'd like Delia, in a happy Vir 
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to4 The London Prodigal. 
For all the Portion I will this day give 
Unto thy Siſter Frances. 

Fran. How fay you to that, Tom? 

I ſhall have a deal. a " 
Beſides, Ell be a good Wife; and a good Wife 
Is a good thing I can tell. 

Civ. Peace, Frank, I would be ſorry to fee thy Siſter 
eaſt away, as I am a Gentleman. 

Lane. What, are you yet reſolv'd ? 

Luce. Yes, I am refolv'd. 

Lanc. Come then away, or now, or never come, 
Lace. This way I turn, go you unto your Feaſt, 
And I to weep, that am with Grief oppreſt. 

Lanc. For ever fly my ſight: Come, Gentlemen, 
Let's in, I'll help you to far better Wives than her. 
15 

Baggage, in ſuch haſte to B ? 

Unc. ei, take your Prioncr to your 

Flow. Uncle, be-gad you have us'd me very hard!y, 
Ny my troth, upon my Wedding day. 

Exeunt all but , young Flowerdale, his Paths, 
Uncle, Sheriff and Officers. 

Lace. O Maſter Flowerdale, but hear me ſpeak, 

Stay but a little while, good Maſter Sheriff, 

If not for him, for my fake pity him: 

Good Sir, ſtop not your Ears at my Complaint, 

My Voice grows weak, for Womens words are faint. 
Flow. Look you, ſhe kneels to you. 

Unc. Fair Maid, for you, I love you with my Heart, 
And grieve, fweet Soul, thy Fortune is ſo bad, 

That thou ſhould'ſt match with ſuch a graceleſs Youth 
Go to thy Father, think not upon him, 

Whom Hell hath mark'd to be the Son of Shame. 
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then that I lent yow 
hen 1 may have it. | 
follow me, lock you do not? 

J ſhall lit your Noſe. 


thee not a 
y Vil give 
do not 


the twenty Pound 


me 
. Pay me 


FI 


me Security wW 
pay 


And tor Securit 
Minckins, look you 


* n. A 


Luck 


unknown: 


your ſelf 


you ny 


can be had, 


fluttiſh Trick, 


neer a ſarved. 


bin zerved many 2 


as thick ych was 


Frances, bear with me, 


fay, 


our Heart, and let it paſs, 


y 


ances and I, and we'll not 


forth as witty Children, but as pretty 
as ever ſhe was; tho' ſhe had the prick 


ev'n faln out fo, 
to 
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11250 


for 
come? 
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a pretty Wench: But Father, done is 


you'll 


'll come. 
And you, Maſter Oizver? 


y, Son Civet, | 
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good Cheer. 


„ come, Frank. 


ou all 
Father, God be with you, 
and Maſter Weathercock, 
- \ Girl. ” 
ie, muſt ſmart. 


Y 


you, 
Oliver 


y Heart, for I love 
Civ. Well, God be with 
Frank. God be with 


Ar tb, Maſter 


God be with 


With all m 


Lance. Ay, 


But whea tl eſe be 


Weath 


[Exeunr? 


Y 


pel me, Mr. Weathercock? 


bewell evi 


„to caſt 


y chance be ſcoſt, 


may, therefore take heed, 


Lancelot, 

| eviſen, it 
overthrow him too: 
one: 
Maſter Ii catlercocł ? 


t 1 will have warrants, 


Sir 
and 


"al 


Couzenage 


o; I ma 


with him. 


{ 


you 
and vrowardneſs 


— 


may you, 


c't not 


paſt 


Weath. Believe me, ſo he 


who 


I hope I may do what I lift. 
but and 
neſs, 
y tt 


ndeed 
i, Nay, 
is vrampol 
a 
Laxc. Na 
ence 
Lanc. Well howyſoever 
In Priſon, or at Liberty, 


And ſent 
You will help to ſerve them, 


Weath. 1 
Lanc. Muſt? 
Weath. I grant you ma 


Enter 


a 


Flowerdale, that Scoundre!? Sirrah, you meten 


How 


1115 


£88 
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Chrifte- 


what's your Name? | 
be called Tanikin. : 


rances. 
for this, 


Maid, the 


Sadneſs, Tom, very 


yoo 
h, 


Civet and his Wife F 


6 | 
the is Outlandiſh, is ſhe not ? 
y, Sir, ſhe is. | 
then thou canſt tell how to help me to Cheeks 
Laus. Yes, Miſtreſs, very well. | 
Ears, why, Miſtreſs Frances, want 


and 
Checks and Ears? methinks you have very fair ones. 
7 art a. Fool indeed; Tom, thou knoweſt what 


Art. 
Thief. 
* = 2 ſter 

our ill you near, Siſter ? 

Fath. — hither ; would Flower dale he that was 
NN ithee tell me true ? | 


Zach, Hold thee, there isa French Crown, and ſpeak no | 


Art 


Iker! ber 


. Siſter, I ſee you know me, yet be ſecret; 

is borrow'd Shape that I have ta en upon me, 

keep = ſelf a ſpace unknown | 
my Father and my neareſt Friends; 
how time will bring to paſs, 

Courſe of Maſter Flowerdale. 
n 
not once thy Heart to thin — he” 
Lace. Do not perſuade me once to ſuch a Thought, 
Imagine yet, that he is worſe than ; 

Yet one time may all that III 
That all his former Life did run into. 

Therefore, kind Siſter, do not diſcloſe my Eftate, 

If cer his Heart doth turn, tis ne er too late. 

Del. Well, ſeeing no Counſel can remove your Mind, 

In not diſcloſe you, that are wilful blind. f 
Luce. Delia, I thank you. I now muſt pleaſe her Eyes; 
My Siſter Frances, neither fair nor wiſe. Exeunt. 
8 9 — — 5 

On he that knows no end of his Journey, 
— the very nie donald of Shifting, 
have no Courſe now but to hang my (elf; 
have liy'd ſince yeſterday two a Clock, of a 


Cy 


8 
78 


till 
d 


25 
i 


Lv 


© 

1 > : E 

17:46 

| ? 1 , fi TH jt 
TEE [ig 
FEM i 114 
welt 11 5 
n arlagtpietl; 


F 


my 


me, 2 couple a Shillings, and | 


by 
Piry ; hold, my 


. — now 
| have ebour 


F 
lt 


NE 311 


1 zo ; 
442 12222 
A 
Tort 


— 


* 


lis %. Aa. ai ron. 


uns The London Prodige/. 
r Gentleman 2s your Friend, I am yours to command 
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4; 
: 


Cir. Wife. 1 t Friend, I prithee let me 
ae fad IN 
Shilling, me them, and here is half a Crown in Gold. 
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here comes more, God forgive me, 
Mr. Oliver, aforegod I'll ſpeak to them. 
ve you, Sir Arthur: God fave you, Mr. Oliver. 
| ou there, zirrah, come will you taken your 
your Tools, Coyſtrel ? | 
ay, Mr. Oliver, Til not fight with you, 
„Sir, you know it was not my doing, 
ly a Plot to get Sir Lancelot's Daughter: 
I never meant you harm. 
And whore is the Gentlewoman thy Wife, Mezel? 
is ſhe, Zirrah, ha? 
my troth, Mr. Oliver, fick, very ſick; 
is my Judge, I know not what means to make 
good Gentlewoman. 
is the ſick; tell me true irch' viſe thee. 
es faith, I tell you true: Mr. Oliver, if you would 
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Flow. By the Lord, this is excellent. 


Five golden ls compaſt in an Hour. 
Rar ny Ill never ſeek a new. 


Unc. See, Keſter 


Flow. Who's 

ſome Mony, the poor 
te ſo Gad help me, is 
] was robb'd of the hundred 


Fath. Sir, I have-nought to ſay to you, 
Open the Door to my Kin, thou had ſt beſt 
Lock't faſt, for there's a falſe Knave without. 
Flow. You are an old lying Raſcal, 
So yoa are. [Exeunt Ambo? 
Enter Luce. | 
on. Vat is the matter, vas yau, 2 
. By this Light a Durch Frow, y are 
called kind, by a 5 Il try her. db. 
Lace. Vat be you, Yonker, why do you not ſpeak ? 
Flow, By my troth, Sweet Heart, a poor Gentleman 
that would defire of you, if it ſtand with your liking, the 
bounty of your Purſe. 
Euter young Flovwerdalc's Father. 
Luce. O here God, fo young an Armine. 
Flow. Armine, Sweet Heart, I know not what you 
mean by that, but I am almoſt a Beggar. 


Flow. Keſter, honeſt K 
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Lace. Yes, | 
1 4 Gad's my Judge | 
to me. s m i 

> Wench as thou oft, | 
= There's never a Man in England would make more 
== Of her, than 1 would do, fo ſhe had any Stock. | 
= [ They call within 
| O why Tankin. 
| Lace. Stay, one doth call, 1 ſhall come by and by + 


| 

| 

gun. | | 

Flow. By this Hand this Dutch Wench is in love with me, | 

Were it not admirable to make her ſteal | 
All Civer's Plate, and run away. 

Fuck, Tere beatly. O Maſter ner, | 


Have you no fear of God, nor Conſcience ; 

What do you mean, by this vile courſe you take? 
Flow. What do 1 mean? why, to live, that I mean. 
Fach. To live in this fort, fic upon the courſe, 

Your Life doth ſhow, you are a 3 
Flow. A Coward, | pray in what 
Fath. Why you will borrow Six-pence of a Boj · 


Flow, 
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Maſter Weathercock 
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re to Priſon? Sir, I will not go. 
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For any t I know, my Daugh 
2 cannot be found, b ee 
Unc. He is my Kinſman, although bi Life be vile, 


THR, in es Boys, Gs him what you will 
Flow. 3 I owe you no- 


Laus. 


thing 
Lanc. 
him. 
Flow. Go ſeek 
Charge? 
Tar. Suſpicion of Murder, go, away with him. 
Flow. Murder your Dogs, I murder your Daughter! 
Come Uncle, 1 — — 


. Not I, were 


Lanc. awa - with him. 

Enter Luce like 4 Frow. 
Luce. Life, whe will you be oe Mas? 
at ha de Yonker done ! 


Weath. Woman, he hath kill'd his Wife, 
Luce. His W ife, dat is not good, dat is not ſeen. 
. Hang not upon him, Huſwife, if you do I 


Fran, Lead away my Maid to Priſon ! why Tom, will 
you ſuffer that? 

Civ. No, by your leave, Father, ſhe is no V 
She is my Wite's Chamber-maid, and as true as 
Skin between any Man's Brows berc. 

Lac. Go to, you're both Fools: 

Son Cives, of my Lite this is a Plot, 
Come ſtragling — profer'd to you 


Ne 
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Lace. I am no Trull, neither Outlandjſh Frove, 
Nor he, nor I ſhall to the Priſon go: 
Know you me now? nay, never ſtand amaz'd. 
Father, I know 1 have offended you. 


What turn'ſt thou ſtill — 

] thee wofull'ſt among 
, I am indeed, Wife, wonder among Wiyes.! 

Thy Chaſtity and Virtue hath infus'd 

Another Soul in me, red with Defame. 

For in my bluſhing Cheeks is ſeen my Shame. | 
Lac. Out Hypocrite, I charge thee truſt him not. 
Lace. Not truſt him? by the hopes of after Bliſs, 

| know no Sorrow can be compar d to his. 

Lanc. Well, fince thou wert ordain'd to Beggary, 

Follow thy Fortune, I defie thee. 

Oli. Ywood che were fo well as was ever 
white Cloth in tocking Mill, an ha not made me 


weep. 
Fath. If he hath any Grace he'll now repent. 
Arth. It moves my Heart. 
Heath. Ry my troth I muſt 


I cannot chuſc. 


Unc. None but a Beaſt would ſuch a Maid miſuſe. 
Flow. Content thy ſelf, I hope to win his Favour, 
And to redeem my Reputation loſt : 
and, Gentlemen, believe me, I beſeech you, 
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I Eyes ſhall behold fuch | 
Penny 
Oli. I would che were ſplit now, but che believe him. 
Lance. How, beli im! 

Heath. By the Matkins, I do. ) 
Lanc. What do you think that e er he will have Grace? 
40 hard. 

oli. Well, che vor ye —— 


But to your Wite I give 
And prove true Diamond fair in all your Life. 
Flow. good Sir Arthur: Mr. Oliver, 


Mezel or a Scoundrel, to throw away my Mony? che 


hundred Pound more to pace of an 
: ns —— 


right of me, if he leave off this 
be mine Heir. | 
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' Flow. No, Kater, I have troubled thee, and wrong 
What thou in love gives, I in love reſtore. moto, 
Fran. Ha, ha Siſter, there you plaid 1 

ne what ſhall I give her toward Houſhold 

+} Siſter Delis, ſhall T give her my Fan? 

Del. You were beſt ask your Husband. 

Shall I, Tam; 


Ay with ruſſet Feathers. 
an. Here, Siſter, there's my Fan toward Houſhold, to 


KN * 


Weath. Why this is well, and toward fair Luce 's Stock, 
here's forty Shillings : And forty good Shilliags more, 
III give her, marry. Come Sir Lancelot I muſt have you 
Friend | 

Lanc. Not I. all this is Counterfeit, 

He will conſume it, were it a Million. 

Fark. Sir, what is your Daughter's Dower worth? 

Lanc. Had ſhe been married to an honeſt Man, 

It had been better than a thouſand Pound. 

Fath. Pay it him, and I'll give you my Bond, 

To make her Joynture better worth than three. 
Lane. Your Bond, Sir! why, what are you? 
Fath. One whoſe word in London, tho 1 fay it, 

Will paſs there for as much as yours. 

Lance. Wert not thou late that Unthrift's Serving-man? 
1— Look on 1 now my Scar is off: 

cr muſe Man, ar is 

Flow. My Father! O I ſhame to look on him. 
Pardon, dear Father, the Follies that are paſt. * 

Fath. Son, Son, I do, and joy at this thy Change, 
And applaud thy Fortune in this virtuous Maid, 

1 Whom Heav'n hath ſent to thee to fave thy Soul. 

Lace, This addeth Joy to Joy, high Heay'n be prais d. 
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Weath. Mr. Flowerdale, welcome from Death, goud 
Twas faid fo here, twas faid ſo here good Faith. 
Fath. I caus'd that Rumour to be ſpread my ſelf, 
Becauſe I'd ſee the Humours of my Son, 
Which to relate the Circumſtance is needleſs : 
And Sirrah, ſee you run no more into that ſame Diſeaſe: 
For he that's once cur'd of that Malady, 
Of Riot, Swearing, Drunkenneſs, and Pride, 
And falls again into the like diſtreſe, 
That Fever is deadly, doth till Death endure : 
Such Men die mad, as of a Calenture. 
Flow. Heay'n helping me, I'll hate the courſe as Hell. 
Unc. Say it, and do it, Couſin, all is well. 
Lane. Well, being in hope you'll prove an honeſt Man, 
I take you to my favour. Brother Flowderdale, 
Welcome with all my Heart: I fee your Care 
Hath brought theſe Acts to this Concluſion, 
And I am glad of it, come let's in and feaſt. 
ob. Nay zoft you a while, you promis d to make 
Sir Arthur and me amends, here is your wiſeſt 
Daughter, fee which an's —_ have. 
Lanc. A God's name, you have m hers, 
Oli. How fay you then, Damſel. * 
Del. I. Sir, am yours. 
Oli. Why, then tor a Vicar, and chil have it 
Diſpatched in a trice, fo chil. 
Del. Pardon me, Sir, I mean 1 am yours, 
In Love, in Duty, and Affection. 
But not to love as Wife, ſhall ne er be ſaid, 
Delia was buried, married, but a Maid. 
Arth. Do not condemn your ſelf for ever, 
Virtuous Fair, you were born to love. 
Oli. Why you ſay true, Sir Arthur, ſhe was ybore to x, 
So well as her Mother; but I pray you ſhew us 
Some Tamples or Reaſons why you will not marry? 
Del. Not that I do condemn a marricd Life, 
For tis no doubt a ſanctimonious thing : 
But for the care and croſſes of a Wite, 


The 


The London Prodigal. 


The trouble in this World that Children bring, 
My Vow's in Heav'n in Farth to live alone, 
Husbands, howſoever good, | will have none. 
o Why then, chil live a Batchelor too, 
Che zet not a vig by a Wife, if a Wife zet not a vig 
By me: Come, thall's go to Dinner? 
Fath. To morro I crave your Companies in Mark-lane: 
To Night we'll frolick in Mr, Civet's Houſe, 
And to each Health drink down a full Cärouſe. 


[ Exennt eum. 


125 


— 
— —ñ— 


— —— 


* 


1 


— 


: 
8 
= 
2 
O 
8 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


== of Norfolk. 
Duke of Suffolk. 
Earl of Bedford and his Hoff. 
Cardinal Wolſey. 

Gardner, Biſhop of Wincheſter 

Sir Thomas Moor. 

Sir Chriſtopher Hales. 

Sir Ralph Sadler. 

Old Cromwell, a Blackſmith of Putney, 
TYowng Thomas Cromwell, his Son. 

Maſter Bowſer, a Merchant. 
Baniſter, 4 broken Merchant, and his Wife, 
Bagot, & cruel covetous Broker. 

Friskiball, à Florentine Merchant. 

The Governors of the Engliſh Houſe at Antwerp 
States and Officers of Bononia. 
Goodman Scely, and his Wife Joan. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Hodge, Will and Tom, 2. 


LIFE and DEATH 


OF 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 


ACT I. SCENE L- 


Euter Hodge, and two other Smiths, Servants te 
od Cromwell. 


AODGE. 


oM , Maſters, I think it be pat ſive 
9 F= a Clock, is it not time we were & 
"JOE N Work? my old Maſter he'll be turing 
- * 5 LOI : anon. 


i am fure 1 can hardly take my After- 
ng Maſter Thomas, he keeps fuch 
. and the Moon, 
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Hodge. He Skill of the Stars? 
There's Goodman Car of Fulham, 
Pe that carried us to the ſtrong Ale, where Goody Trandel 
Had her Maid got with Child: O, he knows the Stars, 
He'll tickle you Charles's Wain in nine Degrees: 
That fame will tell Goody Trundel 
When her Ale ſhall miſcarry. only by the Stars. 
2 Smith. Ay, that's a great Virtue indeed; I think Thomas 
F* no Body in compariſon to him. 
1 Smith. Well, Maſters, 1 11 — 
= Ay, content ; $ our Mornings 
Draught, and then to work roundly. 
2 Smith. Ay, agreed, go in, Hodge. [ Exexnt. 
Enter young Cromwell. 
Crom. Good Morrow, Morn, | do falute thy brightnef:, 
The Night ſeems tedious to my troubled Soul : 
Whoſe black Obſcurity binds in my Mind 
A thouſand ſundry Cogitations: 
And no Aurora with a lively die, 
Adds Comfort to my _ that mounts on bigh. 
Too high indeed, my ſtate being ſo mean : 


My Study like a mineral of Gold, 
Makes my Heart proud, wherein my hope's inroll'd; 
My Books are all the Wealth I do mlſels, 
And unto them I have ingag'd my Heart; 
O. Learning, how divii.e thou ſeem'ſt to me! 
Within dv Arms is all Felicity. 
Peace with your Hammers, leave your knocking there, 
[ Here within they heat With their Hammeri. 
Lou do diſturb my Study and my Reſt; 
Leave off, I fay, you mad me with the Noiſe. 
Enter Hodge, and the two Men. 
Hodge. Why, how now, Maſter Thomas, how now; 
Win you not let us work for you? 
Crom. You fret my Heart, with making of this Noiſe. 
" Hodge. How, fret your Heart? Ay, but Thomas, you'l 
Fret your Father's Purſe if you let us from Working. 
A Smith. Ay, this tis for him to make bim a Gentleman: 
Shall we leave work for your mufing ? that's well i faith; 
But here comes my old Maſter now. 


What not a among 
r not let us 


o Wby Knave [ fay,have I thus cark d and car d, 
hee like 2 tleman, 


for thee, Knave? labour thus for thee ? 
. Father, their Hammers do offend my Study. 


OldCrom. Out of my Doors Knave, if thou lik ſt it not; 
2 1 ſo ſine? 


thee, Knave. t when I do ſleep; 
I will not have m il ſtand for thee. 
Cram. There's Mony, Father, I will pay your Men. 


[ He throws among them, 
Old Cm. Have | thus b thee 12 my Coſt, 
ln hope that one Day thou would'ſt relieve wy Age, 
And art thou now ſo laviſh of thy Coin, 
To ſcatter it among theſe idle Knaves? 
Om. Father be patient, and content your ſelf, 
The time will come I ſhall hold Go'd as traſh : 


And here I ſpeak with a preſaging Soul, 

To build a Palace where now this Cottage ſtands, | 
ki fine as is King Henry's Houſe at Sheen. . 
Old Crom. You build a Houſe? you Knave, you'll be a 


Now afore God all is but caſt 

That is beſtow'd up on this thriſtleſs Lad: 
Well. had I bound him to ſome honeſt Trade, 
This had not been ; but it was his Mother's doing, 
— 1 — to the Univerſity: 

ild a Houſe where now this Cottage ſtands, 
, fair as that at Sheen? he ſhail not hear me, 
| A good Boy Toms, I con thee thank Tom, 
Vell faid Toms, Grammarcies Toms: 
la to your work, Knaves; henge faucy Boy. 
[ Exexmt all but young Cromwell. 


93328 my Birch keep down my mounting 


Are 


132 The Life and Death of 
the World, 


That their Origi did ſpring from Ki $; 
And many — now, whoſe Fakes, were 
The riſf- raff of their Age; for Time and Fortune 
Wears out a noble train to Beggary ; 

And from the do advance 

To z and in this admiring World 
This is but Courſe, which in the name of Fate 


paſs 
His firſt beginning is but ſmall and ſhallow, 
Yet keeping on his Courſe grows to a Sea. 
And likewiſe Halſey, the wonder of our Age, 
His Birth as mean as mine, a Butcher's Son; 
Now who within this Land a greater Man ? 
Then Cromwell, cheer thee up, and tell thy Soul, 
That thou may ſt live te flouriſh and controul. 
Exter old Cromwell. 
Old . Tom Cromwell, what Tom I ſay. 
Crom. Do call, Sir ? 
Old Crom. is Maſter come to know if you 
have diſpatch'd his Petition for the Lords of the Counſel, 
cr Ro. 
| Creme. Father, I have, pleaſe you to call him in. 
Old Crom. That's well ſaid, Tom, a good Lad, Tom. 
Enter Maſter Bowler. 6 
Bow. Now, Maſter Cromwell, have you diſpatch d this 
„ ha here pleaſe f 
Crom. I have, Sir, it is, ou perule it. 
Bow. It ſhall not need, we'll read $4 we go by Water. 
And, Maſter Cromwell, I have made a Motion | 
May do you good, and if you like of it. 
Cur Secretary at Autwerp, Sir, is dead, 
And the Merchants there have ſent to me, 
For to provide a Man fit for the place: 
Now I do know none fitter than your ſelf, 


If with your liking it ſtand, Maſter Cromwell, 


Om. 


Bag. I hope this day is fatal unto ſome, 
And by their loſs muſt Bages ſeek to gain. 
This is the Lodging of Maſter Friskibal, 
A liberal Merchant, and a Florentine, 

To whom Banifter owes a thouſand Pound, 

A Merchant-Bankrupt, whoſe Father was my Maſter. 

What do I care for pity or regar 

He once was wealthy, but he now is fall'n, 

And this Morning have I got him arreſted 

At the Suit of Maſter Friskibal, 

And by this means ſhall I be ſure of Coin, 

For doing this ſame good to him unknown : 

And in good time, ſee where the Merchant comes. 
Enter Friskibal. 

Good morrow to kind Maſter Frukibal. 

Fri. Good morrow to your ſelf, good Maſter 

And what's the News you are fo early ftirring ? 

I is for Gain, I make no doubt of that. 

Bag. It is for the Love, Sir, that I bear to you. 
When did you ſee your Debtor Baniſter ? 

Friſ. I promiſe you, I have not feen che Man 
This two Months day, his Poverty is {uch, 

As | do think he ſhames to fee his Friends. 


| Bag. Why then aſſure your ſelf to ſee him ſtraight- 


For a; your Suit 1 have arreſled him, 


Ang 
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will be with him preſently. 
him at my Suit? you were to 
the Man's misfortunes to be ſuch, 
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Baniſter, his Wife, and two Officers. 
Aika, you have ur done mc : 
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your mean. 
O. Mr. Frizkibal, pity my Husband's caſe, 
hath liv'd as well as any. 

Till envious Fortune, and the ravenous Sea 

Did rob, di and fpoil us of our owr. 


+ 
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le! 

be known thereof. 
This is that damned Broker, that fime Bago!, 

en from my Trencher fed: 
me thus, 
to him is nought but Truth. 
h:\t ſaid ſprings from an envious 
eat Men alive (Heart. 
upon my Knee beli ve me, Sir, Po 


Thomas Lord Cromwell. 
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Ban. This unexpected Favour undeſerv d 
Doth make my Heart bleed inwardly with joy: 


may ought proſper with me 1s my own, 
this kindneſs you have ſhown. 


er ma 

] 

1 My Children in their Prayers both night and day, 
For your | Fortune and Succeſs ſhall! pray. 


I thank you both, 1 go dine with me, 
vita theſe te Days, if Gol Ge me leave, 
I will to Florence to m 
Hold, Bagot, —_— e, 
Although you ill deſerv d it 


Keener what to ill Tt 
Remember w 


5 with you, would you had eat your your 
have for all my pains 7 
t upon you all for me : 


wont to give a (core of Crowns, 


bung Cromwell is in An 
er for the Engliſh Merchant: 
C oy this Bagot's Hate, 


TfL Abs 3 


gone 
H e 
2 'd on wretched Baniſter 
What doth fall out, with Patience fit and ſee, 


of juſt Requital of falſe Treachery. [ Exit. 
2 in a with Bags of Mony before 
ing of Account. 
Crom. Thus . — | reckoning doth go ſtraight and ev n, 
But, Cromwell, this ſame — firs not thee, 
Thy Mind is alt * ſet on Travel, 
And not to live thus cloyſter'd, like a Nun 
It is not this fame traſh, that I regard, 
Experience is the Jewel of my Heart. 
Enter a Poſt. 
Poſs. I pray, Sir, are you ready to diſpatch me? 
Crom. Fes, here's thoſe Sums of Mony you mult carry. 
You go ſo far as Frankford, do you not? 
Poſt, 1 do, Sir. 
| Crom. Well, prithee make all the haſte thou cauſt, 
For there be certain Engliſh Gentlemen 
Are bound for Venice, and may happily want, 


[ 
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And if that ſhould linger by the way : 
jy ny rage ot , 
There's two Angels to buy you and Wands. 
Dl. I thank you, Sir, this will add wings indeed. 
Crom, Gold is of Pow'r to make an Eagles ſpeed. 
Enter Miſtreſs Baniſter. 
What Gentlewoman is this, that grieves ſo much? 
It ſeems ſhe doth addreſs her (elf to me. 
Mrs. Ban. God fave you, Sir, pray is your Name Maſter 
Cromwell? 
Crom. My Name is Thomas Cromwell, Gentlewoman. 
Mrs. Ban. Know you not one Bager, Sir, that's come 
to Antwerp ? 
Crom. No, truſt me, I never ſaw the Man, 
But here are Bills of Debt I have received 
Againſt one Baxifter, a Merchant fall'n into decay. 
Mrs. Ban. Into decay indeed, long of that Wretch : 


My Husband he is in the Go 
And God 
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May hope the beſt, n 
is Fortune, and her Face is blind. [Exic, 
Enter Bagot Solus. | 
well. it is as I wapld have it, 
Governor : 


Tz 


wJ 
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'd to be worth five thouſand Pound, 


ich ſcarcely ſtood me in three hundred Pound; 
ht them at an eaſie kind of rate, 
not which way they came by them 
them me, it comes not near my Heart; 
hey ſhould be ſtole, as ſure they are, 

it meet to ſell them here in 
them in the Governor's Hand, 
within wo hundred Pound 
all my Price: but now no more of that, 
2 


Ie; 


_ 


LF 
e 


28282 
Fl; 
Ton 
E 


I muſt go ſee 


| 
| 
| 


As for the Man, you know beſt where he is ; 
Ie is 1 you've a Flinty Heart. 


A 

An Eye that knows not how to 
A Hand that's always open 
But, Maſter Bagor, would you be rul'd by me, 
You ſhould turn all theſe to the contrary ; 

Your Heart mould ſtill have feeling of remorſe. 
Your Mind, according to your Scate, be liberal 
To thoſe that ſtand in need, and in diſtreſs ; 
Your Hand to help them that do ſtand in want, 


Rather than with — Poiſe to hold them down, 


For every ill turn ſhow your ſelf more kind. 
Thus ſhould I do ; on, I ſpeak my Mind. 


Bag. I, Sir, you (pack ts heay wites | would fay, 


But you muſt live, I know, as well as I: 

I know this Place to be Extortion. 

And tis not for a Man to keep ſafe here, 

But he muſt lye, cog, with his deareſt Friend; 

2 {corn it, hate all Conſcience : 
But yet I do commend your Wit in this, 

To make a ſhow of what l +7”; a 


7 Maſter Cromwell, be not angry, Sir, 


lan Rey Hd you are no ſuch Man, 
but if Conſcience were as white as Snow, 
you are otherwiſe. 


w they are deceiv'd ; 
oel live to have his Fai miſconſter d? 
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t that I am othe: wiſe ? 
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As lack ſerves, my Accounts are all made 

1 Il ſtraight 4 

Daget, I know you'll to the Governor, 

Commend me to him, ſay I am bound to Travel, 

To ſee the fruitful Parts of Italy; 

And as you ever bore a Chriſtian Mind, 

IN deb you 
. For e, Sir, im can, 

* 21 ES 023 he ante a Gront; 

So, Maſter Cromwell, do | take my leave, 


Heart was ncer ſo baſe, 
To live by Falſhocd, or by Brokery; 
But t falls out well, 1 lictle it repent, 
„time in Travel ſhall be ſpent. 

Enter Hodge, his Father's Man. 
Hodge. Your Son Thomas, quoth you, I have been The. 
no ſuch matter toa 


r two 

great green Water, but I thinking togo tom 
Afternoon's Lunchines, as 'twas my — — 4 dat! 
a Rind of riſing in my Guts: At laſt, one of the Sailors 
ing) of me, be a goed cheer, ſays he, ſet down thy 
ictuals, 1 thou haſt nothing but an Eel in 
Well to't ictuals went the 

and thinking ö 
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of kindneſs, 

Ship was made of, and 
Qtuals, as indeed 
would I, id I, 
Town, he might 
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 toCommand; what, Tom, I have paſs'd theri 
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Hogge. on OR 
haly? were it to the fartheſt of Flanders, I would go 
with thee, Tom; I am thine in all weal and woe, thy own 
Waves 
of Neptwne's Blaſts, I tell you, Thomas, I have been in 
of the Floods, and when 1 have ſeen Boreas begin to 
the Ruffin with us, then would I down a my Knees, and 
call upon Vulc an. 

Com. And why upon him? 

Hodge. Becauſe, as this fame Fellow Neptune is God of 
the Seas, ſo Vulcan is Lord over the Smiths and therefore I 
being a Smith, thought his Godhead would have ſome care 

of me 


yet 
Crom. A Conceit: but tell me, haſt thou din'd yet 
Hodge. T to ſpeak the Truth, not a bit yet, I. 
Om. Come go with me, thou ſhalt have Cheer good Rare : 
And fare wel, Antwerp, if I come no more. 
Hodge. I follow thee, ſweet Torn, I follow thee. 
: [ Exenmt ambo. 
Eater the Governor of the Engliſh Houſe, Bagot, 


Banifter. his Wife, and two Officers. 
Gov. Is Cromwell gone then? ſay you, Mr. Bagot. 
What diflike, I pray? what was the Cauſe? 
Bag. To tell you true, a wild Brain of his own, 
dach Youth as they cannot fee when they are well: 
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Well. Fortune with him, if the Man 
deen alfa 


be gone, 
ſuch a 2 


You ſee this Merchant, Maſter Baniſter, 
Is now to Priſon at your Suit : 
His gone. what wands 
Yet in 
Never di — but fach Miſhaps 
Hath fall'n on him, may light on me or you: | 
There is two hundred between u*, | 
We will divide the ſame, I'll you one, y 
On that condition you will ſet him free : | 
His tate is nothing, that you ſee your ſelf, 

45 the King muſt lſe bis Right: 
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—— whom we have foſter'd, 


have? | | 


on " — — 


Fumieheem 


0 F TY 2 . \ 
F I 
N 9 N 
1 
- 


Enter Mafler Bow ſer « Merchans. 
Gov. Maſter Bowſer! you're welcome Sir, from 


s the beſt News? how do all our Friends? 


What' 
Bow. They 
r 


you: 


all well, and do commend them to 


Brother and your Son: 


your 
Sis, 


well, 


I muſt take 


Bulineſs doth 


m 
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you out of Town ? 


in Town, 
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your Bu 


Before you dine, Sir ? w 


— Ptaith unleſs I hear ſome 
I muſt away, there is no remed 


ſine ſe, may I know it 
* 


King of late hath had his Tresſu 


Gov. Maſter Bowſer, what is 


all the 


Sir, and fe ſhall 


7, 


Bow. Voꝶ ma 


The 


And of the choiceſt Jewels that he 
The value of them was 
The 8222 


Pounds, 


ſeven thouſand 


d. 


red Pound, 


Baget dwelling in London: 


did conteſs that tor three 
fold them to one 
's fled and as we hear, ro 
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is but Fortune. 
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Plague of this Fortune, it makes me go 
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d not leave me a Shoe to my 


ſcorn'd them with their Heels; 


For une, a 
the 


L 


Hole, 


Feet, for m 


and 


embrac'd me, 


„O Lord, t 


Hat 


for my Doublet 


hey 
me, and took away my Cloaths, and fo diſ- 


Well Hodge, what Remedy? 


unlac'd 
What ſhift ſhall we make now? 


grac'd me. 
Crom. 


ht, for 
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. Nay I know not, fo 
. by my Troth 


Hocke 
Trade, 


y old 


in; but 


muſt even fall to m 


Horſe- heels 
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to the Hammer and the 
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 Hodg. Nay, Vil follow you, God bleſs us 
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And ſo to ſend Body unto France. 

Bed. Firſt the Ocean be as dry as Sand, 
Before alive they fend me unto France: 
III have my Body firſt bor d like a Sieve, 
And die as Hasler, gainſt the 
Fre France ſhall boaſt, Bedford's their Priſoner, 
Treacherous France, that gainſt the Law of Arms, 
Hath here betray'd thy Enemy to Death: 
But be aſſur d. my Blood be reveng'd 

the beſt Lives that remain in France. 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. Pardon, my Lord, I come to tell your Honour, 
That they have hired a Neapolitan. 

Who by his Oratory hath promis d them. 
Without the ſhedding of one drop of Blood, 
Into their Hands fafe to deliver you, 

And therefore craves none but himſelf may enter, 
And a poor Swain that atter:ds on him. 

Bed. A Neapolitan? bid him come in. [ Exit Seruam. 

Were he as cunning in his Eloquence, 

As Cicero the famous Man of Rome, 

His Words would be as Chaff againſt the Wind. ' 
Sweet tongu'd Ulyſſes, that made Ajax mad, 

Were he and bis Tongue in this Speaker's Head, 

Alive he wins me not; then 'tis no Conqueſt. 

Enter Cromwell like a Neapolitan, and H with him, 

Croms. Sir, are you the Maſter of the ? 

Hoſt. I am, Sir. 

Crom. By this ame Token you muſt leave this Place, 
And leave none but the Earl and I together, 
XT hab 

Wi my Heart, t 
: [Exit Hoſt. Yell ſhuts the Door, 

Bed. Now, Sir, what's your Will wich me? 

Crom. Intends your Honour not to yield your felf? 
No, good- man Gooſe, not while my Sword doth laft; 
your Eloquence for to perſwade me? 

. My Lord, my Eloquence is for to fave you; 
as f a Neapolitan, 
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| Bed. How ? Cromwell? not my Farrier's Son? 
Gem. The fame, Sir. and am come to ſuccour you. 
Hodge. Yes Faith, Sir, and I am Hodge your poor Smith; 
Many a time and oft have 1 ſhoved your Dapper Gray 
Bed, And what avails it me, that thou art here? 
Croms. | 
Lord, 


Put on the Apparel here that Hodge doth wear, 
And give him yours; the States they know you not, 
For, as I think, they never ſaw your Face, 
And at a Watch-word muſt I call them in, | 
And will defire, that we two ſafe may — 
To Mantne, where I'll ſay my Buſineſs lyes; 
How doth your Honour like of this Advice ? 
Bed. O, wondrous good: But wilt thou venture, Hodge ? 
Bag Will I? O noble Lord. I do accord, in any thing I can; 
And do agree, to ſer thee free, do Fortune what ſhe can. 


' Bed. Come then. let's change our 


8 


Hodge, make hafte, leſt they chance to call. 
warrant you Pll fic him with a Sute. 

[ Exennt Earl and Hodge 
om. Heavens grant this Policy doth take Succeſs, 

the Earl may —_—— away... 

it grieves me for this fimple Wretch, 

ſhould offer him Violence; 

ls tis beſt ro ſhun the greateſt, 

that he live in thrall. 

a fuch a noble Earl as He ſhould fall. 
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Enter Bedford like the Clown, and Hodge in his Cloak 
and his Hat. 
| Fed. Hew doſt thou like us, Cromwell, is it well ? 
Crom. O, my good Lord, excellent. Hodge, how doſt 
feel thy ſelf ? 
Hodge. How do I feel my ſelf? why, as a Noble Man 
ie | 
O how 1 Honour come creeping en, 
My Nobility is wonderful Melancholy 
Is it not moſt jo map me q be AI 
Crom Yes, Hodge; now n in thy Study, 
And take State upon thee. wy p 
Hodge. I warrant you my Lord, let me alone to take 
State upon me: but hark, my 
? 
Bed. No, truſt me, Hodge. 
Hodge. Ay, they know they want their old Paſture; 
*tis a ſtrange thing of this Vermin, they dare not meddle 
with Nobility. 


; with Halles 


Crom. My Buſineſs, Sir, unto Mantua; 
Pleaſe you to give me ſaſe thither. 

Gov. Go, and conduct him to the Mantua Port, 
And ſee him ſafe delivered preſently. 


„be is writing, Rand apart a while. 

Hodge. Fellow William, I am not as I have been; I went 
from you a Smith, I che ©, you a 6 Leods Lam 2:9 
preſent writi the Polonian Caſiges. I do | 
my Lordſhip co Raſh and to gay? and to Do- 
rethy, and io to all the Youth of Purney. a 


Lord, do you feel nothing 


himſelf? 
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Gov. Sure theſe are the Names of Engliſh Noblemen, 
vme of his ſpecial Friends, to whom he writes: 
But ſtay, be addreſs himſelf to fing. 
Here he ſings 4 Song. 
My Lord, I am you are ſo Frolick and fo Blithe; 
Believe me, Noble Lord, if you knew all, 
You'd change your merry Vein to ſudden Sorrow. 
Hodge. I change my merry Vein? no, thou Bononian, no; 
Iam a Lord, and therefore let me go; 
And do defie thee and thy Caſiges: 
Therefore ſtand off, and come not near my Honour. 
Gov. My Lord, this Jeſting cannot ſerve your turn. 
Hodge. Doſt think, thou black Bonenian Beaſt, 
That I do flour, do gibe, or jeſt? 
No, no, thou Bear- pot. know that I, 
A Noble Earl, a Lord par-dy. 
G. What means this Trumpet's ſound ? 
[ 4 Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſengey; 
Cit. One come from the 22 
Gov, What would you with us, ſpeak thou Man 
Mantua ? 
Meſ. Men of Bononia, this my Meſſige is, 
To let you know the Noble Earl of Bedford 
k fake within the Town of Mantua, 
And wills you ſend the Peaſant that you have, 
Who hath deceiv'd your ExpeRation ; 
Or elle the States of Mantua have vow'd, 
They will recall the Truce that have made, 
019 2 diva ſhall Bir from forth your Town, 


gulled you, that hath bored Sir, 
Gov. Away with him, take hence Golend rowcnme the 
. Ay, Sir, and I'll leave the gw Fool with you 


152 The Life and Death of 


| «a mc Go. ct. ic fc te BEBE op$rng. 5 gg. . <= cod Sd) Tp. 
E TT OY ö 
— _ = —_— x x- = "I | = i * wy — 1 


n 


Hodge My Friend, afore, my Lordſhip will follow thee 


[ Exif. 
Gov. Well, Mantua fince by thee the Earl is loſt, 
Within few Days I hope to ſee thee croſt. [ Exennt, 
Entey Chorus. 1 
Cho. Thus far you fee how Cromwell's Fortune paſi d. 
The Ear! of Bedford, being ſafe in Mantua, 
Da. res Cromwell's Company into France, 
To make requital for his Courteſie : 
But Cromwell doth deny the Earl his Suit, 
And tells kim that thoſe Parts he meant to ſee, 
He had not yet ſet footing on the Land, 
And fo directiy takes his way to Spain; 
The Earl to France, and ſo they both do part. 
Now let your Thoughts as ſwift as is the Wind, 
Skip ſome few Years that Cromwell ſpent in Travel; 
And now imagine him to be in England, 
Servant unto the Maſter of the Roll. : 
| there began to flouriſh. 
ſhow you wh.it few Year: did cheriſh. ¶ Exit. 
The Muſick plays, they bring out the Banquet. Enter Sir 
| Cromwell. and two Servants. 
Hales. Come, Sirs, be careful of your Maſter's Credit; 
And as our Bounty now exceeds the Figure 
Of common Entertainment, ſo do you, 
With Looks as free as is ) our Maſter's Soul, 
Give formal Welcome to the t Tables, 
That ſhall receive the Cardinal's Followers, 
And the Attendance of the great Lord Chancellor. 
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thy Spirit is rankt bove theſe, 

of Art, by ſo much it ſhines brighter by travel, 
ervance pleads his Merir, 

a moſt learn d. yet unaffecting Spirit 
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Cromwell, an Eye of fair R-gurd 
all my Houſe, and what this ruder Fleſh, 
Ignorance, or Wine, do miſcreate, 
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| now muſt deal like a feaſt Politician 


free Heart affords you, I could then become 


with 


your Lordſhips, defer your Welcome till the Banquet end, 


that it may ſalve our deſect of Fare: 
Yet welcome now, and all that tend on you. 

Mol. Thanks to the kind Maſter of the Rolls. 
wn, fit down Sir Thomas Moore : 
firange, how that we and the Spaniard differ, 
is cur , afrer Dinner, 

are Men of active Diſpoſition : 
| gather, that by their ſparing Mear, 

ies are more fitter tor the Wars : 
if that Famine chance to pinch their Maws, 
us d to faſt, it breeds leſs Pain. 
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4, 
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Ly 
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hunger · ſtarv i, and ill- complexion'd Spaniards; 
that are rich in Spain, ſpare belly Food, 

ck their Backs with an Iralian Hood, 

lks of Sev, and the 


Fr 
45 
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h ſweet Fleſh, will bear a calc 
than bis ſtzrved Face: 
G 5 


elt Snake, 
feeds on Lemmons, Pilchers and ne er heated 


Fill me ſome Wine; III anſwer Cardinal Ho 
Lord, we Engliſh Men are of more freer Souls, 


Pride 
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Pride, the Inquiſition, and this belly. evil. 
Are, in my ] Spain's three- headed Devil. 
Moor. Indeed it is a — 2 Fs, 
he in bl; Imagination. 
Hal. My Lords, with welcome, I preſent your Lord- 
ſhips a ſolemn Health. | 
Moor. I love Health well, but when as Healths do bring 


Then ceaſe 1 Healths: | 

Nay ſpill not Friend, for though the drops be ſmall, 
Yer have force, to force Men to the Wall. 
„is that your Man? 


Wol. Sir Chri 
Hal. And like your Grace, he is a Scholar, and a Linguiſt, 
r any grows of Cann wy 


veller ? 
Com. My Lord, I have added to my Knowledge, the 
Low Comntries, db 
France, Spai , and Italy : 
And 4 Lal gain of Profit I did find, 
Yer did it pleaſe my Eye, content my Mind. 
#ol. What do you think of the ſeveral States, 
Ard Princes Courts as you have travelled ? 
Crem. My Lord, no Court with England may compare, 
Neither for State, nor Civil Government : 
Luſt dwells in France in Italy, and , 
From the poor Peaſant, to the Prince's Train; 
In Germany, and Holland, Riot ſerves, 
And he that moſt can drink, moſt he deſerves: 
England | praiſe not : For I here was born, 
But that ſhe laugheth the others unto ſcorn. 
Mol. My Lord, there dwells within that Spirit, 
More than can be diſcern'd by outward Eye; 
Sir Chriſtopher, will you part with your Man ? 
Hal. I have ſought to proffer him to your Lordſhip, 
And now I ſee he hath preterr'd himſelt. 
Wol. What is thy Name? 


Crom. Cromwell, my Lord. 
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ul. Then, Cremoell, here we make thee Sollicitor of 
our Cauſes 


My infant ts do ſpell, 
Shortly his Fortune ſhall be lifred higher ; 
True Induſtry doth kindle Honour's Fire, 
And fo, kind Maſter of the Rolls, farewel. 
Hal. Cramwell, Farewell. 


*** 


Enter Chorus. 
Cho. Now Cromwell's higheft Fortunes do begin. 
Wolſey that lov'd him, as be did his Life, 
Commuted all his Treaſure to his Hands : 
Wolſey is dead, and Gardiner his Man 
by I; now created Biſhop of Wincheſter : 
Pardon if we omit all Wolſey ? Life, 
Becauſe our Play depends on Cromwell“: Death. 


rennt. The Muſick plays as they ge e. 


your likmg ere Exit. 

Rauer Gardiner Biſhop of Wincheſter, the Dukes of Nor- 
tolk and of Suffolk, Sir Thomas Moor, · Sir Chriltopher 
= and Cromwell. = | 

Nor. Maſter Cromwell, fince Cardinal H!{+y's Death, 

His Majeſty is given to underſtand, 2 

There's certain Bills and Writings in your Hand, 


— . 
- 


2 That 
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The Life and Death of 


bis 
now to 
be prejudicial to the State; 
that God hath rais d my Fortune higher, 
way 1 looked for, or d, 

et my Life no longer with me dwell, 


Var What fay you, Malicr Cromwel? have you thoſe 


wW , or no? | 
' Crom. Here are the Writi , and upon my Kaees, 
unto the worthy Dukes, 


| grieve for, not his Fall, 
| to work my Country's thrall. 
1 Suf. the King ſhall bear of this thy Duty; 
" Whom I aſſure my ſelf, will well reward thee; 
1 My Lord, let's go unto bis Majeſty, 
; And ſhow thoſe Writings which he longs to ſee. 
, [ Exeant Norfolk and Suffolk 
5 Emer Bedtord haſtily. 
Bed, How now, who's this, Cremwell? 
By my Soul, welcome to 


| Thou once didſt ſave my Lite, didſt thou not, Cromwell? 


b Sm. If 1 did fo, tis greater Glory 
| | For me that you —— m, 

I” Than for my ſelf vainly to report it. 

Bed. W > Sant now is the time, 

I ſhall commend thee to my Sovereign: 
Cheer u thy felf, for 1 will raiſe thy State, 
Aghs por was atvce found — 
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Hal. O how uncertain is the Wheel of State, 
Who lately greater than the Cardinal, 
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mes ane} Love; and now who lower lim ? 


Gay Hot ours are but Fortune's flatteries, 
And whom this Day Pride and Promotion ſwells, 
To 


w Envy | 
Moor. Who fees the Cob-web — the poor Fly, 
May boldly ſay the Wretch's Death is nigh. 
Gard. I knew his State, and proud Ambition, 
— a to laſt over. long. 


Chief 
Creates 
Bed. Where is 
Suf. He is, my Lord. 
Bed. Then, to add Honour to his Name, 
The King Creates him Lord Keeper. of his Privy Seal, 
And Maſter of the Rolls; 
Which you, Sir Chriffopher, do now enjoy: 


Mooy. O content thee, Man, who would not chuſe it? 
Yet thou art wiſe, in ſeeming to refuſe it. 

Gard. Here's Honours, Titles and Promotions; 
1 fear this climbing will have a ſudden fall. 

Nor. Then come, my Lords, let's all together bring 
This new-made Counſellor to England's King. X 

Exeunt all but Gardiner. 

Gard. But Gardiner means his Glory ſhall be dim'd: 

Shall Cromwell live a greater Man than 1? 
Envy with his Honour now is bred, 

1 hope to ſhorten Cromwell by the Head. [Exit 


iss The Lift ant Death of 
Enter Friskibal very poor. 

Frick. O Friskibal, what ſhall become of thee? 

Where ſhalt thou go, or which way ſhalt thou turn? 

Fortune, that turns her too — Wheel, 

Hath turn d thy Wealth and Riches in the Sea; 

All parts abroad where-ever | have been, 

Grow weary of me, and deny me Succour; 


a ſhall know that I had not my Cheeſe and my Racon 
tor nothing. 

Wife. Do you remember Husband, how he would 
mouch upon my Cheeſe-Cakes, he hath forgot this now, 
but now we'll remember him. 

Seely. Ay, we ſhall have now three with a Fox 
Tail: But i'faith I II gibber a Joint, but I'll tell him his 
— ſtay, who comes here? O, ſtand up, here he comes, 


up. 
Enter Hodge very fine, with a Cromwell wich the 
Mace carried before him; 2 — and Sul - 
folk, and Attendants. 


[Friskibal riſeth, and ſt nds afar off. 
. Ay, we are Kick d away now, we come for our 
the time hath been, he would a look'd more 
us: And you, Hedge, we know you well 

are ſo fine. 


Wife and you do ſtay to Dinner: 

you live, 1 freely give to you 

a Year, for the tour Pound I ought you. 

t not chang d. art old Tum ſt ll? 

bleſs thee, Lord Tom: | 

„ home; I'll dine with my Lord Tom to Day; 


alt come next Week, 
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| Crom. 1 know tis true; Sirrah, give him ten Angels, 
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: muſt ſpeak 2 him 
My Lord of Norfolk, 
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y Lord, mark rhe 


Nor. I promiſe you, I like not ſomething he hath done; 
Bur let that paſs; the King doth love him well. 
Crom. Good morrow to my Lord of Wincheſter : 
| kno. you bear me hard about the Abbey Lands. * 
Gar. Have I not reaſon, when Religion is wrong 
You had no colour for what have done. 
Crom. Yes, the aboliſhing of Antichriſt, 
And of his Popiſh order from our Realm: 
Iam no Enemy to Re 


but that is done, iris for See good: 
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I; Baniſter your rgo 

Whoſe Goods, Thoſe Love, whoſe Life and all is 
Tric I thought your uſage would be as the re 

That had more kindneſs at my Hands than you, 

Yet ook d aſcance when as they ſaw me poor. 
Mrs. Ban. If Baniſter would bear fo baſe a Heart, 

I never would look my Husband in the Face, 

But hate him as I would a Ceckatrice. 


Since that I ſaw you, Sir, m 
And for the thoukad Pound I owe to you, 
| have it ready for you, Sir, at home: 
and tho' 1 grieve your Fortune is ſo bad, 
Yet that my hap's to ＋ Ju- makes me glad: 
And now, Sir, will it pleaſe you walk with me. 

Fri. Not yet I cannot, for the Lord Chancellor, 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him, 
For what I know not, pray God it be for good. 

Ban. Never make doubt of that, Il warrant you, 
He is as kind a noble Gentleman, 
As ever did poſſeſs the place he hath. | 

rs. Bun. Sir, my Brother is his Steward; if you pleaſe, 
Ve'll go along and bear you Company; 
| know we ſhall not want for welcome there. 


Fri. With all my Heart; but what's become of Bages ! 
Aan. He is hang d tor buying Jewels of *. 


_— . *— 
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161 The Lift u Death of 
iſ. A juſt Reward for one fo 
The Time draw on, Sir, will you go ? 
Bon. Vl follow you, kind Maſter Frisk! 
Enter two Merchants. 

1 Mer. Now, Maſter Crosby, I ſee you have a care 
To keep your Word, in payment of your Mony. 
| 2 Mer, B nn 
| Three t Pound is too much to . 

Yet I doubt not Maſter Baniſter. 

1 Mer. By my Faith your Sum is greater than ming, | 
And yet I am not much behind you too, | 
Confidering that to Day I paid at Court. 8¹ 

2 Mer. Maſs, and well remembred : I 
What's the reaſon the Jord Cromwell's Men 
Wear ſuch long Skirts upon their Coats? 

reach dowa to their very Hams. 

1 Mer, I will reſolve you, Sir, and thus it is; 
| The Biſhop of HWinchefter, that loves not Cromwell, 
1 As great Men are envied as well as lefs, 

A while ago there was a jar between them, 

And it was brought to my Lord Cromwell's Ear, 
That Biſhop Gardiner would ſit on his Skirts, 

Upon which Word he made his Men long blue Coats, 
And in the Court — — _ 4 

And meeting with the Bi , my Lord, 
— Hobo eanand any the panty Giiee bs &e 6n: 
Which vexed the Biſhop to the very Heart; 

This is the reaſon why they wear long Coats. 

» Mev. Tn alvwes Ben and mark l for u Rule, 
That one Man will envy ſtill another; 

But tis a thing that nothing concerns me: 
What, ſhall we now to Maſter Banifter's? | 

1 Mer. Ay, come, we'll pay him royally for our Dinner. 

Exeunt. 
Enter the Uſher, and the Shewer, 3 — 

Uſb. Uncover there, Gentlemen. 

Enter Cromwell, Bedford, Suffolk. i Cromwell, Friskibal, 
Goodman Seely, and Attendants. | 
Crom My noble Lords of Suffolk and Bedford, 

Your Honours welcome to poor Cromwell's Houſe: 
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Thomas Lord Cromwell. 163 
is my Father? nay, be covered, Father, 
bug the Duty to theſe Noblemen doth challenge 
Yet Ill make bold with them. | 
Your Head doth bear the Calender of Care: 
What? Cromwell cover'd, and his Father bare? 
It muſt not be. Now, Sir, to you; 
Is not your Name Friskibal, a Florentine? 
Friſ. My Name was Friskibal, till cruel Fate 
Did rob me of my Name, and of my State. 
Crom. What Fortune brought you to this Country now ? 
Friſ All other Parts have left me ſuccourleſs, 
dwe only this, becauſe of Debts I have 
] hope to gain, for to relieve my want. 
Om. Did you not once upon your Florence Bridge, 
Help a diſtreſſed Man, robb'd by the Baudetti, 
His Name was Cromwell ? 
. | never made my Brain 
A er of any good I did, 
Ialways lov'd this Nation with my Heart. 
um. I am that Cromwell that you there reliev'd, 
Sixteen Duckets you gave me for to cloath me, 
Sixteen to bear my Charges by the way, 
And fixteen more | had for my Horſe bare; 
There be thoſe ſeveral Sums juſtly return d: 
Yet it Injuſtice were, + hat ſerving at my need, 
For to repay them without Intereſt : 
Therefore receive of me theſe four ſeveral Bags; 
In each of them there is four hundred Mark. 
And bring to me the Names of all your Debtors, 
And if the apy” will. 
2 id, that I ſhould fee him fall. 


it, 


That Cromwell no way can repay agen. 


un 
Gardmer will fail in his intent. 
As for the Dukes of Swffolk and of Norfolk, 
Whom I have ſent for to come ſpeak with me; 
How ſoever outwardly they ſhadow it, 
Yet in their Hearts | know they love him not. 
As for the Earl of Bedford, he is but one, 
And dares not gain ay what we do ſet down, 
Euter the two Witneſſes. 

Now, my Friends, you know | fav'd your Lives, 
When by the Law you had deferved Death; 
And then you prom:s'd me upon your Oaths, 
To venture both your Lives to do me good. 
þ Both Wit. We ſwore no more than what we will perform. 

Gard. I take ycur Words; and that which you muſt do, 
Is ſervice for your God, and for vour King; 
To root a from this Alouriſhing L nd, 
One that's an Enemy unto the Church: 
And therefore muſt you take your folemn Oaths, 
That you heard Cromwell, the Lord Chancellor, 
Did wiſh a Dagger at King Henry's Heart: 
Fear not to- ſwear it, for I heard him ſpeak it; 
Therefore we'll ſhield you from enſuing Harme. 

2 Wiz. If you will warrant us the Deed is good, 
We'll undertake it. 

Gard. Knee} down, and I will here abſolve you both; 
This Crucifix I lay upon your Heads, 
And ſprinkle Holy-water on your Brows : 
The Deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it ſhall you purchaſe Grace from Heav'n. 

1 Wit. Now, Sir, we'll undertake it, by our Souls. 

2 Wis. For Cromwell never loved none of our fort. 


adit 0 P 


Enter Suff lk, Norfolk and the Earl of Bedford. 
S Good Even to my Lord Biſhop. 
Nor. How fares my Lord ? what are you all alone? 
Gard. No, not alone, my Lords my Mind is troubled: 

I know your Honours Ser wherefore I ſent. 

And in ſuch haſte: What came you from the King? (him. 
Nor. We did, and left none but Lord Cromwell with 
4 da time is this we live in? 

There's Wolſey he's alread 

And Thomas — follow d Ae lum: 

Another Thomas yet there doth remain, 

_ far worſe than — of thoſe twain; 

if with ſpeed, m s, we not it, 

| fear the 22 all the Land 1 
Bed. Another Thomas? pray God it be not Cromwell. 
Gard. My Lord of Bedford, it is that Traitor Cromwell. 


Bed. Is Cromwell falfe ? my Heart will never think it. 
Sf. My Lord of Wincheſter, what likelihood, 
Or proof have you of this his Treachery ? 
Gard. My Lord, too much; call in the Men within. 
Enter the Wimeſſes. 


1 Wit. We did, an't like your Grace. 
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The Life and Death of 
thy, Jn whe Face wes Loed Ouavcl when be tab 
2 Wit. In his Garden; where we did attend a Suit, 

"SOLE EE 

. is't ; 
> Wie. Some half « Year | — 2 
Bed. How chance that you conceal d it all this time? | 
1 Wit. His Greatneſs made us fear; that was the cauſ 
| Gard. Ay, ay, his Greatneſs, that's the cauſe indeed; 
Treaſon here more manifeſt, | 

He calls his Servants to him | 

Tells them of Wolfey's Li is Fall, 

that himſeli hath many Enemies, 

gives to ſome of them a Park, or Manor, 


depart, my Lord of Wincheſter ; 
until the Day of Trial. 
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168 The Life and Death of * 
Bed. How ſmooth and age is the way to Death: ; 


My: My Lord, oe Dkes e —— 
— . 
Intreat you to — 28 3 — 

On eat — —— 

Bed. To Lambeth, fo: Go fetch me Pen and Ik, 
I and Lord Cromwell there ſhall talk enough: 
Ay, and our laſt, I fear, and if he come. 

[He writes 4 Letter, 

Here, take this Letter, and bear it to Lord Cromwell, 

Array, be ne make al the haſte you 
_ 3 make all the haſte you can, 


do I go, a woful Man. [Exit, 
Euter Cromwell and his Train of 

Sem. Is the Barge read) ? I will ſtraight to Lambub, 
And if this one Day's Buſineſs once were paſt, | 


Fd take my eaſe to — after trouble. | 
How now my Friend wou'd'ſt hou ſpeak with me? 
[The Meſſenger brings the Letter, he pats it in his Pala. 

Meſ Sir. here's a Letter from my Lord ot Bedford, 

Crom. O my Friend, commend me to thy Lord; 
Hold. take thoſe Angels drink them for thy pains. 

Meſ. He doth defire your Grace to read it, | 
Becauſe he ſays it doth concern you near. 

Crom. Bid him aſſure himſelf of that, fare wel. 
To morrow, tell him, he ſhall hear from me. 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth, run. 
Euter Wincheſter. Suffolk Norfolk, Bedford, Ser au 
at Arms, the Herald and Halberts. 

Serjeant at Arms, in your 
Herald, deliver the Proclamation. 


Her. This RE ne ea. 
The late Lord Cromwell, — a. 
Vicar General over the Realm, 

Him to hold and eſteem as a Traitor, 
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if they come 
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Kill chew; 


dong 


Lil them, if 


Crom, 
ih 2 
Gu. Held, 1 


vie 1 
Gard, This is no ace to reckon 


Neale Lane 
_ Keop we 


| you (hall. . i 1 oy 
Buſineſs projent — whim. 


thy turn will be the next. 3 
Nor. Ay, let him talk, his ie in ſhart . | 
ogg, pm come, you weep for him, 
That not ſhed a Tear 4 : 


Enter two Citizens. 


Cit. Why? can this News be-arue?-is':-poſkible? | 


2 * 
The Lord Cromwell arreſted upon High Treaſon, cep! 
I 2 — be ſo . —_— 


can 
Sir, would it were otharwiſe, fee g 


Lambeth, faw him there arreſted, © - Ivs v 
committed to the Tower. uu a 
was't for Treaſon that he was commit Ide u 
ind Noble Gentleman: I may rue the tin, N 
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Thanias Card Cromwell. 17c 
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x is. Tis true; and yer you fee impach Eftate, =» 
There's none ſo good; but ta dech bim hate, 
lad the before would ſraile ben in the Foce, 
Z Antigen tees | 
e unto the 23 

q 2 of fam: + 
r hardly ſome will ſpeal in pity, 
ene Courts" Tu ie the City, 

en dare to hear more News than you. 
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Jos Now, Cromwell, haft thou time to 

"hy Honours came - and unlock d for; 
wy fl as ſudden, and for to 
— 
Eicept the King. | . 
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Nhe grearer Men, wo Fat 


\ Thad now do remember. the 
Ws very defirous for to ſpeak to me: 

Ind afrer vard ſent unto me a 

| may I read it, for I now have | 
Ithis I take it is. * 


— footy js omen | 

much I doubt your Life, and if you come : 

Then if yow love your ſelf, ſay where you are. 
ies had I been free from the Lion's Paw: 
eferring this to read until to | . 

Enter — the Tower and Officers 
_y Maſter Lieutenant, when's this Day of Death ? 
ee 
"ae the Dukes of S. felt and of Norfolk, 


2 


1 N 
Ir 1 f 


——— his Grace? 


me, N bear no Traitor's Letters. 
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ler bis Grace, when he ſhall bear -,Q 

only this, Gardiner procur'd the fame. , 

Lin. Here is your Son come to take his leave. 

Dun. To take his leave? Come hither, Harry Cromwell. 
Boy, the laſt words that I ſpeak to thee; 

upon her ; 
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duns Virtues in thy Face ſhall ine: 
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174 The Life and Death of 
Son. O Father, 1 ſhall die to ſee that Wound, 


Your Blood being ſplit will make my Heart to ſound, 
$57, not look upon the Axe? | 


It would better ſeemed you to been abſent, 

Than with Words diſturb a dying Man. | 
" Who me, my Lord? no; he diſturbs not me 
he ighty Shock 


My Heart to you, my Soul to 
This is my Joys that ere my Body fleet, 
Your honowr'd Arms is true Winding-1 


Officers, 
Bed. Well, farewel Cromwell, the trueſi Friend 
Well, Lords, I fear when this is dead, 
You'll wiſh in vain that Cromwell had a Head, | 
| Eurer one with Cromwell's Head. af 
8 Offic. Here is the Head of the deceaſed Cem, 
Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his Head aways” 
a Uato his Body, inter them both in Clay. ++ 148 
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Thomas Lord Cromwell. 173 
Euter Sir Ralph Sadler. 0 
d. 


, ay, Sir Ralph, Reprieves come now too late. 
, Gard. My Conſcience now tells me this Deed was ill; 
Would Chriſt that Cromwell were alive again. 
Nor. Come let us to the King, whom well I know, 
wil grieve for Cromwell, that his Death was ſo. 
me, Exeunt ownes 
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* doubtful Title, Gentlemen, prefixt 
Upon the Argument we have in Hand, 
May breed ſuſpence, and wrongfully difturb 
The peaceful Quiet of your ſettled Thoughts : 
To fp which Scruple, let this brief ſuffice, 
h is no pamper d Glutton we preſent, 

Nor aged Counſellor 10 youthful Sin; 

But one, whoſe Virtue ſhone above the reſt, 
A valiant Martyr, and a virtuous Peer, 

In whoſe true Faith and Loyalty expreſs 
Unto his Sovereign, and bis Country's wweal : 

We ferive to pay that Tribute of our Love 

Tour Favours Merit; let fair Truth be grac d, 
Since forg'd Invention former Time defac d 


Powis. 5 
Cromer Sheriff 1 Kent. 
Lord Warden Cinque Ports. 
Lientenant of the Tower. 
The Mayor, Conflable, and Goaler of St. Albans. 
A — Conſtable and an Aleman. 
Soldiers and old Men begging. 
Dick and Tom, Servants to Murley. 
p Iriſhman, 


Af Hoſt, Hoſther, 4 Carrier and Kate. 
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Enter Sheriff, Lord Herbert, wis, Owen; 
Lord 
Bay, Gough, and Davy. 
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And ſhrive him oi it,. 
. ng; God 


But theres 22 | 1 


There be more Stocks 0 er poor Soldiers in, 
od | 


„ 1 is 2 hard World « 


A Door for God's fake, 
they ack him for a Licence or a Certificate from a Juſtice, 

2 Faich we have none, but what upon our 

4 King into 
France, if I can but crawl a Ship- board, rather be 
ſlain in France, than ſtarve in England. 

Old Man. Ha, were 1 but as luſty as I at Shrews- 


be Bartel, I would not do as | do; but we are now 
ccme to the Lord Covham s Houle, the beſt Man to 
the Poor in all Kerr. 

4 God bleſs him, there be but few ſuch. 

Enter Cobham 7 Har 
N wouldit thou 
? 

Har. This Pride, this Pride, brings all to beggary, 
I ſerv'd your Father, and your Grandfather, 
Shew me ſuch two Men now: No, no, 
Your Backs, —— —— Pride 
Has cut the Throat of a keeping, 
They were the — — that 
Ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, except thou have a 


And ſturdy Rogues ſtill feeding at 
There is no Holpinality with thee, 


filthy Kaaves 


crew of 
my Gate, 


Har. 
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i 6 — God favethe 
und l goo 


Men. 
ON Now; Sir, eredy yur dew Light 
Now are you as ſafe 

far. My alms Knights? ar 
I is a ſhame for you, and IU 

Your fooliſh Alas maintains more Vagabonds 
Than all the Noblemen in Kent beſide. 


n= , you Knaves, work for your Livings: | 


they may beg their Hearts out, 
e harity Men 


Than amongſt ſo many Maſtive 
What make you here, youneedy Knaves ? 
Away, away, you Villains. 

2 Sold. a5 you you, Sir, be good. 

Cob. Nay, nay, * know thee well enough, I thiuk 
that all the Beggars in this 1 aud are th — 
go beſtow your Alme, — 4 

Har, What ſhould I give them? 2 — — ſo 
Beggarly, that you can ſcarce give a bit of Bread at your 
— A. talk of your Religion ſo long, that 2 

Charity from you : a Man may make a Flax- 
ſhop in your Kitchen Chimnies, for any Fire there is 


are 
Let them not ſtand Cold 

Har. Who, Idrise 42 — hence? If I drive Men 
from the Door, I'll be hang'd: I know not what I ma 
come to my ſelf : God help ye poor Knaves, ye ſee the 
World, Well, you had s Mother: O God be with thee 
good Lady, thy Soul's at reſt: She gave more in Shirts 


ad Smocks to poor Children, than you ſpe:dfjin your 
naſe, and yer you live a Bezgar-too, 8 


3 - - _— 8 n . 


_ wer "VI "OO 


' Cab. EVn the worſt deed that ever my Mother did, | 
W ing fach a Feol as thou. 


» Ay, 
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2 If 
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erg 
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come toward me, ſure I'll ſtay his coming, 
but one Man, whatſoever he be. | Lord Pow1s comeren. 
I have been well acquainted with that Face. 

Pow. Well met, my Honourable Lord and Friead. 

Cob. You are welcome, Sir, wharte'er you be; 
But of this ſudden, Sir, I do not know you. 

Pow. 1 am one that wi well unto your Honour, 

i n Friend of yours. 


Rad of th ume inforr's ins 2s thats Parts, 
And thus is hap'. Not yet full five Days ſince, 
Now at the Aſſize at 

It chanc'd Ger hn Ren pies end may Gl. 
*Mongft other things diſcourſing at the Table, 
To fall in Speech ſome certain Points 
Of Wicklif's Doctrine gainſt the Papacy, 
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Hay. Sirrah, what 
_ _ Strangers do you ledge / there ut 
Robbery Morning, and we are to fearch ford 
9 Gods-hores, I am for't, Ifaith, Se 
honeſt Pri call'd Sir Joke 


lodge no body, but a 

. a * is hi 
ſays he has ſome Suit in Jy ore noe np = 
cc ſometimes they lic at m we 
Her. What, is the — now? | 
Man, and becauſe he will not ae 
makes Woman be every Night at his Beds Fee | 


Har. Bring her forth, bring her forth, le 
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Harv. Ye old mad Conſtable, thou advis d 
thir? iin well faid Dell, ll — 
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| mb you Sir, and thank you therefore, and I 
1 Del, eanſt thou love me? a mad 
AH 


you will not out of my Thoughts 
you are as fall of Favour, as a- 


heſe ſweet Gray Locks, by my 


Boy, you nave 
ſweet ſugar-lipt Wanton, 
Hearts as come in your 
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art a Thief, 1 warrant thee. 


I 4 
. 


27 


EE Sc = r 


7 1 | 15 1 Jn 


»& © 
7 — 


5 


Charges, 


Prieft that ever 1 
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Man, a plain Brewer, ye know : Will lulty Cave- 
ng Capeais 
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e orcafion, Lond hare Merc upon us, 
CT World is this ! Sir Roger Aon, I am but a Hun- 


(Gentlemen) corbe at my Calling, go at 
my damit Ml do a Dog of Wax, 
12 Cheeſe, 
muſt appoint 


Beftows that Honour 

Mar. Marry God dild ye dainty my 

But tell me, who ſhall be our Genera). 
Where's the Lord | Oldcaftle, | 
That noble 
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Proverb, one Thief another. 
- my old Thieves? Falſtaffe that Villain is fo fat, he 
cannot get on's Horſe, but methinks Foins and Pero ſhould 

rring hereabouts. 
of How much is there on't of thy Ward? _ 
ne. A hundred Pound in Angels, on my Word. 
ime has been 1 would have done as much 
thee, if thou hadſt paſt this way, as I have now. 

; art thou? thou ſeem'ſt a Gentle. 


I; 

1 
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4 


of the King's Servants ? 
that I am, and one of his Chamber. 
N N _ — 5 — 
m « 
if he 1. Og 
t can. 
do fo much for me, when I ſhall have 


faith will 1, ſo it be for no Murther. 
. Nay, 1 am a pitiful Thief, all the hurt I do a 
take but his Purſe, I'll kill no Man, | 
ng. Then of my Word Ill dot. 
Prieſt. Give me thy Hand of the ſame. 
| King. There tis. 
bf. Methinks the King ſhould be 
he has been a Thief himſolf, alchoug 
he he tura'd a true Man. 
| King. Faith 1 have heard indeed h'as 
that way in's Youth ; but how canſt 
been a Thief? | 
riet. How ? becauſe he once robb'd 
do the Trade my ſelf, when that 
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— that Roguery, was in' Company there, 


= 
Prieſt. Well, if old King * had liv'd, this King her 
" bao, Up 1 beſt T Trade in England. 
King. Why | 
Prieſt. Becauſe he -was the chief Warden of our Com: 
pany, it's pity that e er he ſhould have been à King, be 
was ſo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my Par- 
don if need be? 
King. Yes Faith will I. 


riet. Wilt thou? well then, becauſe thou ſhalt go ſafe, 


thou - wy A hap (being ſo early) be met with 
before thou come to Southwark, if any Man when he — 


1 


bid thee morrow, bid thee ſtand, fay thou but Sir 
Fon, they will let thee paſs. 
King. Is s that the word? then let me alone. 


riet Nay, Sirrah, becauſe I think indeed ] ſhall have 
ſome wt to uſe thee, and as thou com'ſt oft this 
way. I may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
here Vil break this Angel, take thou half of it, this is 2 


2 Tythe ig of my Vicarage. — 


Shooters-Hilt, you ha paid your te holy. ky 
hear there is a Company ot Reba the 
together in Ficket . 


ere in Kent, the King will be there to Night in's own 
Perſon: Well, Lil to the King's Camp, and it fhall * 
if there be any doings, but FII make fome good 


mong them. 
| Ever King, Suffolk, Kunti „ 
King. Ar Suffolk and of Am—_— | 
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What Men of Worth? what Lords do walk the round? 
. May'r plcaſe your Highneſs. 
King. Peace, no more of that, 


The King's aſleep, 


Lord, p 
= Exeter is there, 


Scroop and Basler 
80 h it pleaſe Majeſty to jeſt, 
— in Bed, wall mighs you take your Reſt. 
King 1 thank ye Lords; but you do know of old, 
That I have been a perſect Night-walker : 
Londen, you fay, is fafely lookt unto, 
IL there your Aid muſt fall, 
And the Lord Cobham Sir Fohn Olacaſtle, 
Quiet in Kent ; Addon you are deceiv'd : 
again, you count without your Hoſt. 
To morro you ſhall give account to us, 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winter's Night 
How can we pend? Kin Harry is aſleep, - 
And all his Lords, theſe ments tell us fo : 
All Friends at Foot-Rall. Fellows all in Field, 
Harry, and Dick and George bring us a Drum, 
Give us ſquare Dice, we';l keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good F cllows*Companies that come. 
's that mad Prieſt ye told me was in Arms 
To Fight, as well as Pray, if need requir d. 
. He's in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
I undertake he would not be long hence. 
2 2 Dick, trip George, 
mult have the Dice; what do we ay at? 
9 Palkige, if ye pleaſe * 
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If &'er we met: he like a Juſty Thief 
Beake with his Tecth this Angel juſt in | 
To be a Token at our meeting next ; wo, 


won't in . in fair ſquare Play 
. on play, I — 
boneſt Men to ſtand and look 
part 
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_ — Dams _ 


* * A FO 


King. "Twas want of Grace. Why, you ſhould be as Salt 
To ſeaſon others with good document, . 
Your Lives as Lamps co give the People Light, 
ks Shepherds, not as Wolves to ſpoil the Flock; 
Go him, Butler. 


dread Lord, 
tar Sinners live, do not Jou cauſe me to die. 
their Lives the beſt may £9 aftray, and if the World fay 
vue, your ſelf, my Liege» have been a Thief. 
King. 1 confeſs | have, 
But 1 repent and have rechim'd my ſelf. 
S0 will 1 do if you a | 
King. Wilt thou? my Lords, wi 
Hunt. 


"Vives Rex C currat Lex. My Liege, if ye have 
cauſe of Battel, ye ſhall ſce Sir Fehn beſtir himſelf in your 
Exeumt. 


But now = ſee, baſe Villains, what Succeſs 
Attends ill AQions wrongfully attempted. 
| Aon, thou retain'ſt the Name 

Of Knight, and houldſt be more diſcrec l temper'd 

Than join with Peaſants, Gentry is Divine, 

made it more than popular- 

my Lord, my Conſcience urg d me to it- 

in thy Conſcience thou art bound to us, 

in tby Conſcience thou ſhould love thy Country. 
K 4 Elſe 


224 The His rox r of 
Elſe what's the difference twixt a Chriſtian, 
ä 
I pray who gave you that Authority? 


Belike then we do hold the Scepter 
And fit within the Throne bar for « Gpher. 
Time was, good Subjects would make 
= y Amendment, ngt inforce tay 
nleſs their King were Tyrant, which 1 
You cannot juſtly fay that Harry is. 9 
What is that other ? 
Suf. A Malt-Man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunftable, as he ſays. 
King. Sirrah, what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
To come in Armour thus againſt your King ? 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and in and out upon oc- 
what a World is this? Knighthood, my Liege, 
*twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told me I had 
Wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. 
King. And ſo you brought theſe which we faw 
Trapt all in cofily Furniture, and meant 
To wear theſe Spurs when you were Knighted once. 
Mur. In and out upon Occafion I did. 
King. Ic. and out upon Occaſion, therefore you ſhall be 
d. and in the ſtead of wearing thoſe Spurs upon your 
Heels, about your Neck they bewray your Foliy to 
the World. 
Prieft. * out u — cg 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to ; my Liege, a 
Pardon, I am ſorry for my Fault. 2 
King. That comes too late; but tell me, went there 
none belide Sir Roger Acton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governor ? 
Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir John Oldcaftle. 

Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter. 
King. Bears he a part in this Conſpiracy ? *:M 
Ad. We look d, my Lord, that he would meet us here. 
King. . 


their Grief, 
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— R 
is # general Voice among them all, 

Thus E had never come into this Place, 

But to have met their valiant General, 

The good Lord Cobham, as they title him: i 

Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 

His Treaſon is apparent, which before 

He fought to colour by his Flattery. 

King. Now by my Royalty ! would have ſworn, 
But for his Contience, which I bear withal, | 
There had not liv'd a more true-hearted Subject. 

Rech. It is but counterfeit, my gracious Lord, 


And therefore may it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To ſet your Hand unto this Precept here, 
By which we'll cauſe him forthwith to appear, 


7 
x 
p 
E 


To either Words, or Looks, or folemn Oaths, 
For if he were, how often hath he ſworn, 

How gently tun'd the Muſick of his Tongue, 
A with what amiable Face beheld he me, 
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> Neck ſhall feel it is in earneſt ſhortly. 
null teen OH ate 
How he'nouſly thou haſt offended us ? 
But this is thy accuſtomed deceit, 
Now thou perceiv't thy is in yain, 
wilt come 


With ſome excuſe or other 
To clear thy felf of this Rebellion. | 
Cob. Rebellion, good my Lord, I know of none 

mg. If you deny it, here is evidence. 

See you theſe 
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The more peraicious you to taint him then, 

u know was not fanity, yea or no. 

this, m Lack, which { prafenc your Gre 

my Loyalty, read theſe Articles, 
—— rnryh rrupted 

ing. Earl ge, co 

2 from — — Arne to win 


M y 
My Death by Treaſon? Is't poflible ? 

Cob. and their Hands, my Lord, 
Each ſeverally ſubſcribed to the fame. 


ng. Oh never heard of baſe Ingratitude ! 
Even Sofe I bug within my Boſem moſt, 
Axe readieſt ever more to ling my Heart, 
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their time of meeting ſo near band ? 
meet with them but little for their eaſe, 
permit. Go take theſe Rebels hence, 
Let them have Martial Law? but as for thee, 
Friend to thy King and Country, ſtill be free. {Exe:we. 
Muy. Be it more or leſs, what a World is this? ; 
Would I had continued ftill of the Order of Knaves, 
And ne er ſought Knighthood, tince it coſts 
80 deer: Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
Ad. Nr 
thee, Murley, do net me with it. 
Hunt. Will you away. Tas no more to da? 
ie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, as Occaſion ſerves, 
be ſo haſty, rake my Place. 
No Sir Knight, Cen take't your ſelf. 
1 be glad to give my betters place. Exeumt. 
Enter Biſhop of Rochcheſter, Lord Warden Cromer the She- 
ri Lady Cobham and Attendants. 
Roch. I teil ye, Lady, it's impoſſible 
But you ſhould know where he conveys himſelf, 
And you have hid him in ſome ſecret Place. 
L. Cob. My Lord, believe me, as 1 love my Soul, 
I know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Roch. Go to, go to, ye are an Heretick, 
And will be forc'd by Torture to confeſs, 
If fair means will not ſerve to make you tell. 
L. Cob. My Husband is a Noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himſelf for any Fact 
That e er I heard of, therefore wrong him not. 
Roch. Your Husband is a dangerous Schiſmatick, 
Traitor to God, the King, and Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
charge you take her to your Cuſtody, 
And ſetze the Goods of Sir Folm Oldcaſile 
To the King's uſe; let her go in no more, 
To fetch ſo much as her Apparel out, 
There is your Warrant from his Majeſty. 
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Mar. Good my Lord Biſhop, pacifie wrath 
Againſt the Lady, 1 

Roch. Then let her confeſs 
enn is —_— . 

War. I dare engage mine Honour and my Life, 
Poor Gentlewoman, ſhe is i a 
And innocent of all his ices, 

If any Evil by him be practiſed. 

Roch. If, my Lord Warden? Nay then I charge you, 
That all Cinque ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he eſcapes us not. 
Shew him his Highneſs warrant, Mr. Sheriff. 

War. 1 am forry for the noble Gentleman. 

Roch, Peace, he comes here, now do your Office. 

Enter Harpool and Lord Cobham. 

Cob. Harpool, what Buſineſs have we here in hand? 
What makes the Biſhop and the Sheriff here? 

I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made ſuch haſte to Cobham. 

Har. Be of good cheer, my Lord, if they be Foes,we'll 
ſcramble ſhrewdly with them : it they be Friends they 
are welcome. 

Sher. Sir Fohn Oldcaftle Lord Ccbham, in the King's Name, 
I arreſt ye of high Treaſon. 

Cob, Treaſon, Mr. Cromes? 

_ Treaſon, Mr. comer 1 7 Lig cM 

» Harpool, I charge thee ſtir not, quiet, 
Do ye arreſt me of Tredfon, Mr Sheriff? 
Roch. Yea, of High Treaſon, Traitor, Heretick. 
Cob. Defiance in his Face that calls me ſo, 
I am as true a Loyal Gentleman 
Unto his Highneſs, as my provdeſt Enemy, 
The King ſhall witneſs my late faithful Service, 
For ſaſety of his ſacred Majeſty. 

Roch. What thou art, the King's Hand ſhall teſtifie; 

Shew him, Lord Warden. 

— eſu defend me, 

 Is't poſſible your cunning could fo 

The Princely difpolition of his Mind, 
To fign the damage of a Loyal Subject? 
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2 
Procured by my abſence our malice. 
* $4 have ſhew'd my ſelf as true, 


any Churchman that dare challenge me. 
me be brought betore his Majeſty, 


For any Traitor, Schiſmatick, nor Heretick : 
King's Hand is our Warrant for our Work, 
is departed on his way for France, 
at Southampton doth repoſe this Night. 


't thy Head hither again. [ Lide. 
My Lord Warden o'th' Cinque ports, and Lord of 
Rocheſter, ye are joint Commiſſioners, tavour me ſo much 
on my expence, to bring me to the King. 

Roch. What, to Southampton? 

Cob. Thither, my good Lord, 
And if he do not clear me of all Guilt, 
And all ſuſpicion of Conſpiracy, 
Pawning his Princely warrant for my Truth : 
Lask no Favour, but extreameſt Torture. 
Bring me, or ſend me to him, good my Lord, 
Good my Lord Warden, Mr. Sheriff entreat. 

They both entreat for him. 

Come hither, Lady, nay, ſweet Wife, forbear 
To heap one Sorrow on another's Neck : 
'Tis grief enough falſly to be accus'd, 
And not — to acquit my ſelf. 
Do not thou with thy kind re ſpective Tears, 
Torment thy Husband's Heart that bleeds for thee: 
But be of Comfort, God hath help in ſtore 
For thoſe that put aſſured truſt in him. 
Dear Wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 
Come up to London, to your Siſter's Houſe : 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One ſolace find I ſettled in my Soul, 


That I am free from Treaſon's very thought, 


Ouly 
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Holy Church, 
me, Iam nei- 
the old Church; III 


publick Pow'r, 
it ends. | 
in that fear 


Stake, 


Angel ſpake, 
wrong 
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our ſel 


y Life 


aſide.) O that 1 bad the Biſh 
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things at worſt will mend. 
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» yet grant one Suit unto us all, 


me ancient 
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St. Peter's bleſſed 
the Tower, then to the 


it no more, for if 


Y your leave, this Warrant doth not fretch 


at me, but with m 
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Roch. Toth Tame with kim, and when my leifurs frrves; 
dy of Articles; — 
Lock, m Warden, as you in charge, 
The Sheriff perform his Office. 
_ War. Ay, my Lord. 
Enter Sumner with Books. 
Roch. What bring ſt thou there? what, Books of Hereke ? 
Sum. Yea, my Lord, here's not a Latin Book, 
No not ſo much as our Ladies Pſalter: 
Here's the Bible, the Teſtament, the Pſalms in metre, 
The: Sick Man's Salve, the Treaſure of Gladneſs, 
. no not fo much but the Almanack's Engliſh. 
. Away with them, to th* Fire with them, Clun, 
Now fie upon theſe upſtart Hereticks. 
All Engliſh, burn them, burn — — Clan. 
Har. But do not, Sumner, as you'll anſwer it, for I have 
there Engliſh Books, my Lord, that I'll not part withal for 
your Biſhoprick, Bevis of , Owleglaſs, The Friar 
and the Boy, Ellen of 
ly Stories, which if you 
ye drink their Aſhes in St. Manger s Ale. [ Exeans. 
Enter the Biſhop of Rocheſter, with his Men in Livery 


Caats. 

1 Ser. Is it Honour's we ſhall tay, 

o come back the Afermon o fr gy 
. Now have ye brought me unto the Tonen 

You may — — 
Where, it 1 have occaſion to employ you, 
Fil fend ſome Officer to call you to me. 
Into the City go not, I command you, 
Perhaps I may have preſent need to-uſe you. 

2 Ser. We will attend your Honour here without. 

3 Ser. Come, we may have a Quart of Wine at the Roſe 
at Barkiwg, and come back an hour before he'll go. 


3 Go] 
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| the Council, 
ference with Sir Fobn Oldeſt, 
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there? | 
ll Sir Fon, that my Lord of Rocheſter 
the — 1 to confer with him. c 

as ſafe without ſuſpicion 
Rnd | hes, 
you moſt labour'd his Commitment. 

I did, Sir, and nothing repent it. I aſſure you. 
Enter Lord Cobham and Harpool. 

Mr. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 

I muſt confer here with Sir John a little. 

Liew. With all my Heart, my Lord. Exit. 
Har. .] My Lord, be rul'd by me, take this occa- 
- * it is offered, on my Life your Lordſhip will 
Cob. No more I fay, peace leaſt he ſhould ſuſpect it. 
Roch. Sir Fohn, I am come to you from the Lords of the 


bratlees 
Hl 
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Roch. What means, thou Heretick ? 


Dar'ſt thou but lift thy Hand againſt my Calling? 


Cob. No, not to hurt you, for a thouſand Pound. 
Har. Nothing but to borrow your upper Garment a lit- 
tle; not a word more, peace for waking the Children: 
There, put on, diſpatch, my Lord, the Window that goes 
Cob. 


out into the Leads is ſure en 3 but for FI 
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1 Ser. I marvel that my Lord ſhould ſtay fo long. 
1 8 
3 Ser. We come in good 


time, ſee where he is coming, 
Hay. I beſeech you, good my Lord of Rocheſter, be ta- 
rourable to my Lord and Maſtcr. 
Cob. The inner Rooms be very hot and cloſe, 
1 do not like this Air here in the Tower, 
Har. His caſe is hard, my Lord; you ſhall ſafely get out 
of the Tower, but I will down upon them: In whick time 
ou away. Hard under Iſlington wait you my coming, 
wil ny Lady ready with Horſes to hence. 
Cob. Fellow, go back again unto my and counſel 
him. 


Hay. Nay, my Lord of R-cheſter, 1'll bring you 
to St. Albans through the Woods I warrant you. 

Cob. Villain away. 

Har. Nay 1 Liberty. 


You part not ſo. { He draws: 
. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


1 Ser, Murther, Murther, Murther. 

2 Ser. Down with him. 

Har. Out you cowardly Rogues. [Cobham eſcapes. 

Euter Lieutenant and his Men. 

Lien. Who is fo bold to dare to draw a Sword 
$o near unto the entrance of the Tower ? 

1 Ser, This Ruffian, Servant to Sir Fon Oldcaſile, was 
like to have ſlain my Lord. 

Lien. Lay hold on him. 

Har. Stand off if you love your Puddings. ES 

[ Biſhop of Rocheiter calls within, 

Noch. Help, help, help, Mr. Lieutenant 

Lien. Who's that within? Some Treaſon in the Tower, 
on my life, look in, who's that which calls? 

Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter bl 

Liew. Without your Cloak, my Lord of Rocheſter ? 

Hay. There, now it works; then let me ſpeed, 
For now's the fitteſt time to ſcape away. ym 
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an next our — — is to thee 
True perſect Mirror ity. Exemn, 
Enter Prieft — Doll. c 
Prieff. Come Doll, come, be merry, Wench, 
Farewell Kent, we are not for thee. 
Be luſty my Laſs, come for Lanca ſpire, 
n nip Ara for theſe Crowne, 

. Why is (4 Gold alread , that had 
the other Day ? TX 4 2 

Prieft. Gone, Doll, gone; flown. ſpent, vaniſti d, the 
Devil, Drink, and Dice, hes devoured all. 

Doll. You might have lefr me in Kent, till you had been 
| Prief No. Doll, no, Kent's too hot. Doll, Kent's too hot; 
the Weathercock of Wrotham will crow no longer, we 
have pluckt him, he has loſt bis Feathers, I have prun'd 
him bare, left him thrice, is moulted, moulted, Wench. 

Doll. 1 might have gone to Service again, old Mr. Har 
pool told me be would provide me a Miſtreſs. 
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Wench, we'll to St. Albans, and revel in our Bower, my 


brave Girl. 
Nan ot Up Xt (een es Gee IO, 
| Exennt. 
Euter the Iriſhman with the Hoſt of the Houſe. 
Iriſh. Re me tro Maſter is poor Iriſhman is want , 
is have no Mony, is ſtarve and cold, good Maſter give her 


me Meat, is famiſe and tye. 
no ing, but what I keep 
have as much as 


Hab. Faith Fellow | have 
for my Gueſts; as for Meat, thou 
there is, and if thou wilt lye in the Barn, there's fair Straw, 
and room 

Iriſp, Is tank my Maſter hertily. 
Hoſt. Ho, Robin. 
Rob. W 


| Who's within dere? who looks to the Horſes? 
* here's ſine Work, the Hens in the Manger, and 


Kate. Mas Goff Club, Iſe very cawd, 

_ Club. Get in, Kate, get in to the Fire and warm thee, 
Joln Oftler ? 

Hoſt. What, Gaffer Club, welcome to St. Albans, 
How do's all our Friends in Lancaſhire ? 

; = Well, Goda Mercy Jabn, how do's Tom, where 
is he? 

Ofl. Tom's gone from hence, he's at the three Horſe- 
loaves at Stony-Stratford : how do's old Dick Dun? 

 Clab. Uds hat, = © ages Cn 
hill-lane; a plague found it, yonders fuch ination 
Weather as was never feen. * 

. Uds hat Thief, have one half Peck of Peaſe and 
Oats more for that, as 1 am Jom Oſtler, he has been ever 
Wa Jade as ever travelled. | 
Faith well ſaid, old Fack, thou art the old Lad ſtill. 


i. Come,Gafier Club, unload, unload, and get to Supper. 
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. the Hoff, Lord Cobham, and Hape. 
Hoſe. Sir, wp welcome to this Houſe, to ſuch avis Here 
with all my — — 9 will be the 
worft. I have but two Bed they are in a Cham- 
ber, and the Carrier and his lies in the one, and 
you and your Wife muſt lye in the other. 
Cob. Faith, Sir, for my ſelf — 
My Wife i would | 
For far b 
we | | 


Enter Conſtable, Mayor and Watch. 
What? have you ſearcht the Town 
Can. All the Town, Sir, we have not left a Houſe un- 
Mayor. Surely my Lord of was then deceiy'd, 

inform'd of Sir Jom Oldeaftle ; | 

came this way, he's paſt the Town, 

not elſe have eſcap'd you in the Search, 

The privy Watch hath abroad all Night, 
not a Stranger lodgeth in the Town 

he is known, only a luſty Prieſt 

a-Bed with apretty Wench, 

ſhe is his Wife, yonder at the Shears; 

have charg d the Hoſt with his forth coming 
morrow Morn! 

What think you beſt to do? | 

; Faith, Mr. Mayor, here's a few ſtragling Houſes 
Bridge, and a little Ina where Carriers ufe to 
| think ſurely he would ne'er lodge there; 
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elf, thou haſt murther d z 
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ſtand ? 
mei 
Wench, come; 


thou mad? am I an Irifh- 


1. 
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4 am een e fores 


morrow, come 
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afore God two fair Days, ia 
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Saddle, now 
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let's 


Har. What art thou that bid me 
Can. | am the Officer, 


| Cob. What will theſe Quilters 
Good morrow, good 
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Kate Owdbam, thou and If trimly dizard. 
Ffairhineam Club, Iſe wot ne er what to do. le be 
and fo ſhouted at; and by th Meſs Iſe cry ¶ Exeune, 
. Enter Cobham and his Lady diſg u. d. 
Gb. Come, Madam, happily d, here let us fir, 
This Place is far remote from any Path, 
And 


here a while our weary Limbs mzy reſt . 
— free from the pur ſuit | 


Gb. No matter, Love, extremities admit no better choice 
kad were it not for thee, ſay froward time 

2 Task. I would efteem it 
Ali 222 Wind that blows upon us; 
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— it felf, Mould he now {ive upon me. 9 
[ Here's Bread and Cheeſe, and a Bottle, 


As greater Dainties we are wont to taſte. 
Cob. Praiſe be to him, whoſe plenty ſends both this 

* And all things elſe our Mortal Bodies need: 

Nor ſcorn we this poor feeding, nor the State 

We now are in, for what is it on Earth, 

Nay under Heav'n, continues at a ſtay ? 

Ebbs not the Sea, when it hath over 7 

Follows not Darkneſs, when the Day is gone? 

And ſee we not ſometimes the Eye of Heav'n 
s not that work 
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Is this ene Draught | waſh my Sorrow down [Drink | | 
And I, encourag'd with your chearful Speech, | 
Cab. Pray God Harpool come, * | 

hould fall imo the Bithop's Hands, © 2 
Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 


It were the thing of all things elſe, that now 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of Mind. 


er Orvcasris 143, 


iini 


r can charm the Bodys Senſe? 
ſe climb'ſt — Brain, 
ing my heavy Temple ſtoop to 

Heaven from Danger keep us free. 


LTE 
- : 
2 


. A Murther cloſely done, and in my Ground? 
Ib where it were, 


A curſed Place, but mot unconſtant Fare, 
Tix! hadft referv'd him from the Bullets fire, 
kad fuffer'd him to ſcape the Wood-kerns 
Dat here ordain the Treature of his Life, 
ren here within the Arms of tender Peace. 
To be a Treaſon's waſteful Hand? 
Aud which is afflicting to my Soul. 

That this his Death and Murder ſhould be, 
Vithout the Knowledge by whoſe means twas done. 
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look on his Purple hue: 


by you miſdone ? 
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WIDOW 


| Sir God. Nay, good Sifter, dear Siſter, 
We ſweet Siſter, e of good Comfort, ſhew 
2 ſelf a Woman, now or never. 
l Oh, 1 have loſt the deareſt 


Eee dim hs ue, he was indeed an ho- 
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with 
, 1 will 


Neighbour's Wiſe, 


ng 

if 1 can do him any good 

for him, Simon St. Mary Overies 
Corporal and Nicholas. 


— —— a Lie for me to the Knight, my Maſter, 
eat a whole 


? an honeſt Man : He feeds the 
an excellent Feeder. 
[ Exennt 
bim 


Pr. wich Maſter ral bh th 
Cen bi 


lie with our 
that I am gone 


. Il cen alo 
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but we muſt not ſwcar we did B. 
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have nothi 


not ſo ill, it ſhall go hard, 
live or die, thou'rt an honeſt George. 


Silver flyw'd not with me, as it had done, 


ife. 


de runs to Bawds and Flatterers, I had a 
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ſen what ho to this Device, a happy one 

”" g ”, ; Priſon Rats bave wider Ears 

e in Malt-lofts. | 

"Ih. Coulin, if it lay in my power, as they ſay. to 
apt. Twould do me an pleaſure indeed, that 

1 * — hang d e er he do. 

Grp. Pox, II thump im tot. , 

He: Why, do but try the Fopſter, and break it to him 


bluntly. BAS 
Aud fo my Diſgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and 
—— to his Maſter; for would 1 
r but as fureon't, as Iam ſure he will deny to dot. 
Mich, 1 would be beartily glad, Couſin, if any of my 


, fa * f ht — ſtand, p. ++ ON 
—— be his Friendſhip foo'iſhly to 
already. 
yo" Ay, that's the Hell on't, I would he would offer 
it wiſely. 


Nich. Verily, and indeed la, Couſin —— 
l have took note of thy Fleers a good 
xt minded to do me good, as thou gap'it up« 
fortably, and giv'ſt me charitable Faces; w 


while, if thou 
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of that, I can buy my Life at a Broker's, at 
which now lyes in pawn to the Law; if this 
> do, being eafie and nothing dangerous, in 
held in good Opinion of thy Maſter, why tis 
ment thou hold''t my Life at no Price, 
and unjointed Offers are bur on 
w Born, and now Buried, fool: 
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Puri : , . | 


* Capt. 


Why, and Fool, thou ſhalt love thy Neightou, 


Chapter 


makes ic ſo little in thy Heart. 
e. Come, let me tell you, you're too unkind a Kinl. 
i faith; the ain loving you ſo dearly, ay, likethe 
omwater of his Eye, and you to be fo uncomfortable, 
do not wiſh me to be hang d, i 
do; had it been to rob, . 
but I muſt not Steal, that's the word, the literal, Thou 
malt not Steal; and would you wiſh me to 

Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to ſpeak truth; 
why wilt thou Nim it from him? | 

Nick. OS ata 4 

Why cnoug ; content wi 
3 hall ba none; let me lone with him 
' tain, I ha' dealt with your Kinſman in a 
— - kind-natur d Fellow, methinks; Go to, 
have all your own. own asking, 
ont, he is not contented tely, as you would fay, to 
Heal the Chain from him, but to do you a pleaſure; he 
will nim it from bim. 

Nich. Ay, that I will, Coufin: | 
Capt. Well, ſeeing he will do no more, as far as I fee; 
I muſt be contented with that. 

Corp. Here's no notable gullery ? 
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253 The Puritan: or, The 
Nich. Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on't 

Beeline of og eb tne 

Coufin, I would not ſteal any thing, methinks, for mine 
Skir. 


. Mind in that, Captain. 
a a 
Why, well I 
ins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith, 
SA willing to do 
>, You tre, am to kind- 
nefs, always faving myſelf harmleſs. [Exit Nicholas, 
Cafjt. Why 1 thank thee, fare thee well, I ſhall requite 


It. 
. Twill be for thee, Captain, that thou haſt 
KHAN Coufin. 
Cape. Ay, is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk mt of Art and Conuring, 
ſhall that be? | | 
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that 1 had of a young Reveller t'other 


— now-a-days, unleſs they 


More News 


A Bear idge-Foot i 
? Ay by yon 


Exter Moll, youngeſt Dong brer tothe Widow, alone. 


Moll, Nox marry? forſwear Marriage ? why all Vo- 

men know tis as honourable a thing as to lye 
with.a Man ; and J, to ſpight my. Sifler's Vow the more, 
have entertain'd a Suiter already, a fine Gallant Knight of 
the laſt Feather, he ſays he will Coach me too, and well 
int me, allow me Mony to Dice withal. and many ſuch 
Proteſtations he fticks upon my Lips: Indeed his 
-winded Father i'cth' Country is wondrous wealthy, 2 
moſt abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote in time, 
troth I'll venture upon him; Women are not without ways 
—4 to help themſelves: If he prove wiſe and good as his 
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he prove an Aſs, why in a quarter of Hour's warning 
can transform him into an Oxe; n 


Relief aun 
8 Pnzer Frailty. 
Frail. O, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 
or of rd rem da 
night your Suiter, Sir Penny- Dub. 
Moll. te Jobs Penny-Dub? where? . | 
Frail. He's walking in the Gallery. 
rr 
. O no, ſhe's — ſpitting in the Ki 
Moll. Direct him hither fofils, good Frailty. 
"Hu. Thar jul ie running 
L. That's juſt hi ing a Tilt ; but 1 
break nothing this time. a 


. ] Tio a Lc Jaco 


ald 
22 
e, no 

rich Knight o'th* City, i Mack-bll no ſmall 
Fool, I can tell you; and furthermore, as 1 heard late by 
your Maid-ſervants, as your Maid-ſervants will ſay to me 
any thing, I thank dem, both your Daughters are not with- 


out Suiters, ay, and worthy ones too; onea brisk „ 


Wid. T 
1 do I look like Satan? I hope the Devil's 


How now, Simon? where's my Son Edmund ? 
Sim. Verily, Madam, he is at vain Exerciſe, dripping in 


@ | tough far intent | 
of Windſor loft all 

P rer 

es | 

ur #3*3% 

L 


rr 
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Mack. Nay, pray be patient Lady, 
We come in 45 * honourable Loe. 

 Tipf. Dub. We do. | 
Mack. To you. | 


Orie 
Abf. 


; your Daughters, Lady, I hope they l 
E wt * 


ve us better Encou 


ſhe ll do. 0 6.4 «% ” 
Mie. Well Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves, 
ing for better comfort. | 
RI 
you whes, do rot hope; an, 
Ven ne ik you Yar 6 all your Bale, and you come 
to me again. 
Frail. Put ofall their Suits, quotha? ay, that's the beſt 
Widow indeed, when a Man Nonſuted, that 
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25 Needful? Brother, pray leave us; 3 Sir 
Frail. I ſhould laugh now, if this blunt Fellow ſhould 

em all beſide the Stirrop. and vault into the Saddle him- 

E 1 have deen as mad a Trick. [ Exit Frailty. 
Wid. Now, Sir? — here's none but we — Daughters 

o no, pray let 'em ſtay, for what 1 have to ſpeak 
© > nk hap 
Wid. Then you may ſtay 


for theſe Parts that 
ever know the Husband of you, 


you live in, nor did 1 
and Father of them, but I truly kno by certain ſpiritual 
ern 

Wid. Purgatory? tuh; that word deſerves to be ſpit 
upon; I wonder that a Man of ſober Tongue, as you ſeem 


ſhould have the Folly to believe there's ſuch a 


Pye. Well, Lady, in cold Blood I ſpeak it, I aſſure you 
om Oemine Pargatery, is which place 1 know you Phu 
band to reſide, and in he is like to remain, till the 
Diſſolution of the World, till the laſt general Bonfire; when 
all the Earth ſhall melt into nothing, and the Seas ſcald 
their finny Labourers ; ſo long is his abidance, unleſs you 
ater the pro of your purpoſe, rogethes with each of 
your Daughters on” © Se, of ſingle Life in 
| 1 


your 


Wd. he ſhould know our 
Why but Daughter, have you 


De. You ſee the tells you ay, 
Nay, give me credit 


Pye. Oh! | 
M A Man that would keep Church & duly ; rift 
early before his Servants, and e en for Religious haſte, go 
ungarter'd, unbotton'd, nay Sir Reyerence untruſt, to 
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Morning Prayer ? 
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ching. 


in of all for 2 


be ſtrucken Dumb. 
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tis the worſt 
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Mid. Il to Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaint bim 
with theſe fearful prelages. F | 
Fran, For, Mother, they portend loſſes to him. 
id. O ay, they do, they do; | 
If any happy iſſue crown mT 
1 will reward thy cunning. [ Exit Wid, and Fran. 
Pye. Tis enough, Lady, T wiſh no higher. | 
- Kell, Dumb? and not marry? worſe, 
Neither to peak; nor kiſe, a double curſfſe. [Exit 
Pye. So, all this comes well about yet, I play the For- 
tune-telier, as well as if I had had a Witch to my Gran- 


nam: for by good happineſs, being in my — 
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ACT II. 
Emer Simon St. Mary Overies, and Frail. 


Irrah, Simon St. Mary-Overies, my Miſtreſs ſends 

away all her Suiters, and puts Fleas in their Ears, 

— Sim. Frailty, ſhe does like an honeſt, chaſt, and virtu- 

— 1 for Widows ought not to wallow in the 

Frail. Yet, Simon, many Widows will do't, whatſoe er 
comes on't. 


off, here comes the —— hum, hum: 
Clock? 


angry with the Figures, art thou? 
thee, 12 and 1 is thirteen, I hope 2 
fixreen, and 5 ſeventeen, then palt 
[ will take 9399 
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Sims. Maſter Sud"s a good Man, he waſhes the Sins of the | 
Beard clean, 


: 
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and begets joy 


h admiration: theſe em * 


— from "em, 
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. here to com- 


10 lil: 
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Were cen in our Cradles: we are quitted 
Of all thoſe ſhameful violent preſages 

By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Frailiy, run, and know 
Whether he be yet living. or yet dead, 
That here before my Doorreceiv'd his hurt. 


Froil. Madam, he was carried to the Superior, but if he 


had no Mony when he came there, I warrant he's dead by 
this time. [Exit Frailty, 
Fran. Sure that Man is a rare Fortune-teller, never 
upon our Hands, nor upon any Mark about us, a wondrous 
Fellow ſarely. 
Moll. I am pe Gag ety Tata es 
nothing elſe. I ſhall find the way to marry too, | hope ſhortly. 


Wid. O where's my Brother Sir Godfrey, | would he were 
———— 
ning Gentleman ſpoke in all things. 
Enter Sir Godfrey in 4 rage. | 
Sir. God. O m Chain, my Chain, 1 have loſt my Chain, 
where be theſe Villains, Varlets? 


ewas my Father's, my Father's Father's, my Grandfather's 
huge Grandfather's: | had as lief ba loſt my Neck, as the 
Chain that hung about it. O my Chain, my Chain. 


u Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a Misfortune, 'tis | 


bappy twas no more. 7 
Sir God. No more! O goodly godly Siſter, would you 
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40 not handle me cruel! rl 
—— peaſe to have me. — * 
Pur. he's tame, let him looſe 


28 at whoſe Suit is this? 
Why, at & your alleSmadaic where you be. Miſs 
Crunniburrow, for Bed and Board, the Sum four Pound five 


illings and five Pence. 
Pye. 1 know the Sum too true, yet I preſum d 
Upon a farther day ; well, 'tis my Scars: 
And 1 muſt bear it now, tho' never harder 
I fwear now, my Device is croſt indeed. 
in muſt lie by't : this is Deceit's ſeed. 
. Come, come away. 
OO +4 
A 
Fus. Well, we muſt be 


1 
—3 


fo ting upon you, 
pains to attend t to tie his Garter. 
nmom_—_ XC I ſhall neer 


41 hot Iron aw their Fiſts : 
Shoulder. which 12 


op fear me, till with a true Habeas Cue 
the Sexton remove me; oh if I take Priſon once, I ſhall be 
nee een 


= — = hk may look 


ray pe WY my — confounded, What ſhall 
do Wits ſerved me fo long, and now give we 
the flip flip (like a firain'd Servant) when I have moſt need of 
A — ed my poor Carcaſe from thoſe Pu- 

2 have I a Paper about me now? 
Lee try it, it may hit, Extremity is Touch one un- 

it, ay, ay. 

2 'Sfoot bow many Yards are in thy Garters, thatthou 


on them? come away, Sir. 
ay 5. Tad ER, T protect, : 


could never ha took 
me at a worſe time, 12 
ful Picture about me. 
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is inſtant | have no law- 
Put, 
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Pur. Shad how ſhall we come our Fees then? 
Rav. We muſt have Fees, 
2 5 wiſh'd i'faith, r 
an 


in this Paper, but now, come, ppt Sm 
ſo much loft, and anſwerable to the wo ad 


| how far bence dwells that Gentleman? 
well ſaid Serjeant, 'tis good to caſt about for 
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'Slid 


— give T 


upon's, wh well Row that Kindneſs, 
with you to the Gendeman. = 
well ſaid fill, Serjeant, 
7 il Boe, i Beal A 
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ings, and bate me the five Pence, 
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Hark, he fears he never heard a | 
* U Scholar, 


on 
2. my faith, 1 never beard a —_ 
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Conyurations ; fay allthe 
fee 


ground a whole em. 
Rav. Ay marry Sir, I'd buy one my ſelf. 


But —_—_— is 2 „. - + Sup to Night : 
Fire E receiv d. let's t. 415 

I have a Trick worth all, you two ſhall bear him to th Ta- 
vert, whilſt I go cloſe with his Hoſteſs, and work out of her, 
1 know ſhe would be glad of the Sum, to finger Money; 
becauſe ſhe knows tis but a def Debt, and full of 


hazard : what will you fay if 1 bring it to paſs, that the 
Hoſteſs ſhall be comtemte: with one for all, and we 


1 
| Dog: Steot, 1 think be receives more Money, he flaps 
long. | 1 
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Put, He tarries long indeed, ma I can tell you up- 
— oe liking AE Cl. prove more 


Rev. That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. 
Put. Nay, be ſure of it, we'll ſearch him, and make him 


enough. 
Pe Enter the Gentleman. 

Rev. Oh, here comes the Gen leman · By your leave, Sir. 

Gene, God you good den Sirs, ---- would you ſpeak with 
me? 

Pat. No, not with your Worſhip, Sir; only we are bold 
toftay for a Friend of ours that went in with youu Worſhip. 

Gait. Who? not the Scholar? 

Put. Yes, een he. an it pleaſe your 8 

Gent, Did he make you tay tor him? he did you wrong 
then: why, I can aſſure you he's gone above an Hour ago. 

Rav. How, Sir ? 

Gent. I paid him his Mony, and my Man told me he went 
out at Back-door. 

Pat. Back-door ? 

Gent, Why, what's the matter? 

Put. He was our Priſoner, Sir, we did arreſt him. 

Gent, What he was not ? vou the Sheriffs Officers 
you were to blame then, 
Why did not you make known to me as much; 
teould have kept him for you, I proteſt, 
tle receiv'd all of me in Britain Gold, 
Of the laſt Coyning. 

Rev. Vengeance dog him with't. 

Pas. 'Stoot bas he gull'd us ſo? 

Dog. Where ſhal! we ſup now, Serjeants? 

Put, Sup, Simon, now, eat Porridge for a Month. 
Vell, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your 
Vorſhip—— you did but as another would have done, v 
our hard Fortunes to miis the Purchaſe, but if ecr we clutch 
lim again the Counter ſhall charm him. 

Rev. The Hoie thall rot him. 

Dog, - Sx [ Exenmt., 
0 "ur your Lungs without Doors, I am proud, 

Nai. VIII. N It 


_ 
it was may hap to belp him. it fell fir. 


From their unpitying 


—_ 
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He went not 1 y neither for his Wit: 
Alas, pocr Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, 
To labour his Delivery, to be free 
_ Am glad it ſtood 
Within my power to do a Scholar good. [Fxit, 


| Enter in the Priſon, meeting, Pye-boord and Cajtain, Pye. 


boord coming in muffled. 

. How now, who's that? what are you? 
Pye. The fame that 4 yr Captain. 
Capt. George Pye boord, honeſt George ? why cam'ſt thou 

in half fac'd, muffled ſo? * 

Pye. Oh Captain, I thought we ſhould ne'er ha laugh 


again, never frolick Hour 
_— 


Ow. 1 
He. thee, ard with News 
happy as TT quick Delivery | 
— — — the ſcent, — Captain. 
- Capt. Arreſted, George? 
Pye. Arreſted ; gueſs gueſs, how many Dogs do youthink 
me ? 


Capt. Dogs? I fay, I know not. 
= Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear : 
Three at once, three at once. 
Capt. How didft thou ſhake 'em off then? 
„ "whoa and calis upon our Wits, let it 


* 

Here I ſtand fafe, and ſcap'd by Miracle: 
Some other Hour ſhall tell thee, when well ſteep 
Our ny mer my device 
Leans to thy Ha or c'er the Day 
Be ſpent to th Kae thou ſhalt be free : | 
The Corporal's in's firſt fleep, the Chain is mifs'd, 
Thy Kiniman has expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſey-hams now labours thy Releaſe. 
What reſt 1s all in thee, to Conjure, Captains. 

Cap. Conjure? 'sfoot, George, you know, the Devil a 
conjuring | can conjure. 

Pye. The Devil of conjuring? nay by my fay, I'd not 
have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devi a coojuing 


I'd upon me 


= > 2 — — 
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r e engeren 
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wok here, 1 ha brought thee a Circle ready Charactered 
all 


— 'Soot, George, art in thy right Wits, doſt know 
what thou ſayſt ? why doſt talk ro a Captain 2 conjuring? = 
aun thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy Life? 
dot call't a Circle, 'tis too wide a thing, methinks; had 
> | been a li ſſer Circle, then I knew what to have done. 

Pye. Why every Fool knows that. Captain, nay then 
[ll not cog with you, Captain, if you'll ſtay and hang the 
gext Seſſions you may. * 

u Cap. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let's to 
conjuring. 
4 He. But if you look tobe releaſed, asmy Wits have took 
pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther it. beſides 
to put Crowns ir your Purſe, to make youa Man of better 
hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or Sol- 
dier, to make you no.] a Commander of rich Fools, which 
is truly the only beſt purchaſe Peace can allow you, fafer 
than High-ways, Heath, or Cony-groves, and yet a far bet- 
nk ter Booty; for your greateſt Thieves are never hang'd, ne- 
er hang d; for why ? they're wiſe, and cheat within Doors, 
and we geld Fools cf more Mony in one Night, than your 
falſe-tail'd Gelding will purchaſe in a Twelve- Months run- 
ung, which confirms the old Beldam's ſaying, He's wiſeſt 
" that keeps himſelt warmeſt, that is, he that robs by a good 
Fire, 

Cap. Well opened i'faith, George, thou haſt pull'd that 
lying out of the Husk. 

Fye. Captain Idle, tis no time now to delude or delay, 
the old Knight will be here ſuddenly, III perfect you, di- 
rect you, tell you the trick on t: *tis nothing. | 
1 Capt. 'Sfoot, George, I know not what to ſiy to'r, con- 
| jare? I ſhall be hang'd ere | conjure. 

He. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll n&er con- 

Je after you're hang d. I warrant you; look you, Sir, a 

parlous Matter, fure, firſt to ſpread your Circle upon the 

vil | Ground, then with a little conjur Ceremony, as Il have 

n Hackney- mans Wand ſilver d o er a purpoſe for you, 

ben arriving in the Circle, _ 2 huge Word, and — 
bg 


Trample, 


3 
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Trample, as for inſtance have you never ſeen a flalking; 


Nam Player, that will raiſe a tempeſt with his 
and Thunde? with his Heels 

Cap. O yes, yes, yes; often. 

Pye. Why be like fuch a one; for any thing 
the old Knight's Eyes ; for you muſt note, that he'll 
dare to venture into the Room. only 


Ca Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark the 
end on't, I ſhall but ſhame my ſelf i' faith, George, 

ig words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he look in at E 
why the very thought of that would make me laugh out- 
right, and ſpoil all; nay Vl tell thee, George, when I ap- 
prehend a thing once, l am of fucha laxative Laughter, that 
it the Devil himſelf ſtood by, 1 ſhould laugh in his Face. 

Pye. Puh, that's but the babe of a Man, and may 
be huſh'd, as to think ſome Diſaſter, ſome ſad Misfor- 
tune, as the Death of thy Father 'th' Country. 

Cap. 'Stoot, that would be the more to drive. me into 
Juch an extaſic, that I ſhould ne er lin laughing elſe. 
Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Capt. Maſs that's well remembred, now [it do well, | 
.warrant thee, ne er fear me now; but how ſhall I do, George, 

tor boiſterous Words, and horrible Names? 

Pye. Pub, any fuſtian Invocations, Captain, will ſerve u 
well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well; or you may 
go to a Pothecary*s Shop, and take all the words from 
the Boxes. 

Capt. Troth, and you fay true, George, there's ſtrange 
words enow to raiſe a hundred Quack ſalvers, though they 
be ne'er fo poor when they begin ? but here lyes the fear 
on't, how if in this falſe Conjuration, a true Devil ſhouls 
pop up indeed. 

Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there was ne er ſucha 
one, nay faith he that has this place, is as falſe a Knaves 
our laſt Church-warden. oy 
oo Then he's ta'ſe enough a Conſcience i lub 
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ThiCiy a Marſhalſea. Enter Sir Godfrey, Mr. Edmond, 
and Nicholas. 

oy Priſoners. Good Gentlemen over the way, ſend your 
Relief: 

Good Gentlemen over the way; — Good Sir Godfrey. 

Pye, He's come, he's come. 

Nich. Maſter, that's my Kinfman yonder in the Buff 
in Kinſman, that's my Maſter yonder i th Taffaty 
— pray ſalute him intirely. 

=__ — and Pye boord ſalutes Maſter Edmond. 
Sir God. Now my Friend. 

Pye. May I partake your Name, Sir? 
Em. My Name is Maſter Edmond. _ * 

, Edmond, —— are not a Helium, Sir? 
2 1 Welſhman? why ? * 

Dye. Becauſe Maſter is your Chriſten Name, and Edmwil 


your Sir-name. 

Edm. O no: I have more Names at home, Maſter Ed- 
mod Plus is my full Name at length. 

He. O cry you mercy, Sir. [ Whiſpering. 


« Cape. I underſtand that you are my Kinſman's goed Ma- 
ler, and in regard of that, the beſt of my Skill is at your 
Service; but had you fortun'd a meer Stranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould haventrerly de- 
nied to have been the Man; both by reaſon of the Act 
of Parliament againſt Conjurers and Witches, as alſo be- 
cauſe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 


mon. 

Sir God. I much commend your care there, good Cap- 
tun Conjurer, and that I will be fure to have it "—_— 
— 7 you fhall do't in my Siſter's Houſe,. mine own 
portion'd 


may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 


Cape. V „Sir, what may I call loſs, Sir? 
a call't ow Ka — Loſs 
Sir, as goodly a Chain of Gold, though I fay it, that wore 
it; how fay'ſt thou, Nicholas? | 

on O 'twas as delicions a Chain of Gold, Kinſman, you 


Ged. You know, did you know't, Captain? 1 
| ,- =Y Capi 
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Cape. Truſt a Fool with ſecr ers ?-----Sir, he may fay ! 


know ; 3 becauſe my Art is ſuch, that by it I 


know of all Things — 
Sir God. Ay, very true. 
P | upon my 
Tongue like Ship-pitch upon a Mariners Gown, not to come 


off in haſte----ber-lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a fair Chain 
of Gold, were a foul loſs; Well, I can put you in this good 
comfort on t, if it be between Heaven and Earth, Knight, 
PI ba't for you. 

Sir God. A wonderful Conjurer---O l, tis between 
Heaven and Earth, I warrang you, it cannot go out of the 
Realm,--- I know tis ſomewhere about the Earth. 

Cart. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wot'ſt on. 

Sr God. For firſt, my Chain was rich, and no rich thing 
ſhall emer into Heav'n, you know. | 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Maſter, he has no need ont, 
for you know he has a great Chain of bis own. 

Sir God. Thou fay'ft true, Nicholas, but he has put off 
that now, that lyes by him. 

. Cape. Faith Knight, in fewy words, I preſume ſo much 
upon the Power of my Art, that I could warrant your 


Chain 
Sir God. O dainty Captain / 


Capt. Marry, it will coſt me much ſweat, I were better 
go to ſixteen Hot-houſes. 
Sir God. Ay good Man, I warrant thee. 
Cape. Beſide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 
Nich. O, *twill tickle you hereabouts, Coutin, beeaule 
you have not been us'd to'r, ; 
Sir God. No? have you not been us'd tot, Captain? 
. P of all Fools til; indeed, Knight, 1 have 
not us d it a good while, and therefore 'twill ſtrain me io 
much the more, you know. 
Sir God. I 4 a 
What plunges ts me to? Were not this 
a fol. I bad been — now; that Captain's worle 
than accurſt that has an Aſs to his Kinſman, 'sfoot, I fear 
he will drivel't out before I come to'r.----Now, Sir. 


a 


to come to the point indeed,----you fee 1 ſtick have in 


the Jaw of the Marſhaiſea, and cannot dot. 


| 
A 
K 
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y l  & God. Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thou would 'ſt 
+1 | fix thou'rt a Priſoner, I tell thee thou'rt none. 

Cap. Ho. none? why is not this the Marſhalſes ? 

Sir God. N ll't hear me ſpeak ? I heard of thy rare Cong 


Ny Chain was lot, 1 fest for thy Releaſe, 
ks thou ſhalt do the like at home for me: 


Keeper 


Keep Sir, 

en Sir God. Speak, is not this Man tree ? 

te Keep. Yes, at his Pleaſure, Sir, the Fees diſcharg d. 

| Sir God, Go, go, Il diſcharge them, I. 

Keep. I thank your Worſhip. [ Exit Keeper. 

ng Capt. Now truſt me, you're 2 dear Knight; Kindneſs un- 
erpected! O there's nothing to a free Gentleman,---- I will 

't, oy for you, Sir, till Froth come through my Buff- 

f Sir God, Nay, then thou ſhalt not paſs with fo little a 
Bounty, for at the firſt fight of my Chain again, forty 

1 five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 

” Cape. Till be a glorious ſhow i'faich, Knight, a very 

fine thow ; but are all theſe of your own Houſe? are you 

fure of that, Sir? 

r Sir God. Ay, ay; no, no; what's he yonder ta king with 

my wild Nephew, pray Heav'n he give him good Counſe!. 

Cape. Who, he? he's a rare Friend ot mine, anadmirable 

Fellow, Knight, the fineſt Fortune-teller. 

: Sir God. O! tis he indeed, that came to my Lady Si- 

ter, and foretold the loſs of my Chain; I am not angry 

with him now, for 1 ſee *cwas my Fortune to loſe it: By 


Enter Keefer. 


e leave, Mr. Fortune - teller, I had a glimpſe of you et 
0 at my Siſter's the Widow's, there you prophelied of 
theloſs of a Chain; ſimply, though | ſtand Loon, I was 


he that loſt it. 

He. Was it you, Sir? 

Edm. A my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has 
me my Fortea: & right; | fad i & right 26 my na- 


\ |  & God: What ist, Ged ſend it good one. 
Fi N 4 Zam, 
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Edw. O, tis à paſſ one, Nuncle; for he fays1 
NR 
ſhall ſpend all faſter than my Father got it. 

Sir God. There's a Fortune indeed. 

Edm. Nay, it hits my Humour fo pat. 

Sir God. Ay, that will be the end on't; will the Curſe 
of the Beggar prevail ſo much, that the Son ſhall conſume 
that fooliſhly, which the Father got craftily ; ay, ay, ay; 
twill. Teil *twill. 

Pye. Stay. ſtay, ſtay. 

[Pye-boord with an Almanack, and the Cajtain. 
"ID — hat's the Month, Sundy 

Pye. June, 3 here, that's , 
thirteen, Yeſterday fourteen, to Day fifteen. 

Cape. Look quickly for the fifteenth Day, — if within 
the compaſs of theſe two Days there would te ſomeboiſte- 
rous Storm or other, it would be the beſt, I'd defer him 
off till then; ſome Tempeſt, and it be thy will. 

Pye. Here's the fifteenth Day — hot and fair. 

Capt. Puh, would t'ad bren hot and fuul. 

Pye. The fixteenth Day, that's to morrow ; the Morning 
for the moſt part, fair and pleaſant. 

Ca;t. No luck. 

Pye. But about high-noon, Lightning and Thunder. 

Capt. Lightning and Thunder? admirable! beſt of all! 
III conjure to morrow juſt at high-noon, George. 

Pye. Happen but true tomorrow, Almanack, and I'll give 
thee leave to lye all the Year after. 

Capt. Sir, I muſt crave your Patience, to beſtow this 
Day upon me, that I may furniſh myſelf ſtrongly, — | 
ſeut a Spirit into Lancaſhire t other Day, to fetch back a 
Knave-Drover, and I look for his return this Evening — 
to morrow Morning, my Friend here and | will comeand 
break faſt with you. 

Sir God. O, you ſhall be moſt welcome. 

Capt. And about Noon, without fail, I to conjure. 

ng on wil be a fit time for you. 2 

Conjuring? do you mean to conjure at our þ 
to Morrow, Sir ? . * x 
Cap. Marry do I, Sir; tis my intent, S 


EW OO 


— — 


= 5 JV # 


Edam. 22 I'll love you while I live for't: © 
rare ! Nicholas, we ſhall have Conjuring to morrow. | 
Nich. Pub I, I could ha told you of that. | 
Capt. Law, he could ha told him of that, Fool, Cox- 


Sir, I defire more Acquaintance 
ſhall earn ſome Mony of me, now | know 
jure ; but can you fetch any that is loſt? 


| tell't you as a Friend and a 
's Daughter, and 


Nich. Am 1 indeed, la; 1 thank you heartily, la. [Exe. 
= 


„ 
b ä 


ACT IV. 


Euter Moll, aud Sir John Penny - Dub. 


Ib DUT | you will not ſerve a Knight ſo. Gen- 

ss, to caſheer him, and caſt 
lim off at your Pleaſure; what do you think I was dubb d 
for nothing, no by my Faith, Lady's Daughter. 

Moll. Pray Sir Fohn Penny-Dub6, let it t edeter'd a-while, 
| have a Heart to marry as you can have; but as the For- 
— told me: 

. Ng Dub. 
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Dub. Pax o'th' Fortune-teller, would Derrick had been 
his Fortune ſeven Years ago, to croſs my Love thus; did 
he know what caſe I was in? why this is able to make a 
Man drown himſelf in's Father's Fiſh- Pond. 

Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sir Fobn, that 
the Breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 

Dub. In Purgatory ? why let him out his Heart 
there, what have we to do with that ? there's Phy ficians 
enow there to caſt his Water, is that any Matter to us? 
how can he hinder our Love ? why let him be hang'd now 
he's dead ? — Well, have I rid Poſt Day and Night, to 
bring you merry News of my Father's Death, and now. 

Moll, Thy Father's Death? is the od Farmer dead? 

Dub. As dead as his Barn Door, Moll. 

Moll. And you'll keep your Word with me now, Sir 
John, that I ſhall have my Coach and my Coachman? 

Dub. Ay faith. 

Moll. And two white Horſes with black Feathers ts 
draw it? 

Dub. Too. 

Moll. A guarded Lackey to run before't, andpy'd Lie- 
rics to come traſhing after t. 

Dub. Thou ſhalr, Moll. 

Afoll. And to let me have Mony in my Purſe to go 
whither I will. 


Db. All this. 
Moil. Then come, whatfoc'er comes ont, we'll be made 
ſure together before the Maids och Kitchen. "Ext, 


Enter Widow, Frances and Frailty. 

Mid. How now? where's my Brother Sir Godfrey ? went 
he torth this Morning ? 

Frail, O no Madam, he's above at Breakfaſt, with Sir 
Reverence a Conjurer. | 

Ni. A Conjurer? what manner of Fellow is he? 

Frail. ©, a wond'rous rare Fellow, Miſtreſs, very 
frongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff-Jerkin; he 
lays be will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain again, if it hang be- 

tween Heaven and Earth. 


Wit. What? he will not? then he's an exlent Fellow - 


3 woman, Tour Tgpy were thet Wemih WWE 
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fach u Husband, a Man cunning? how do's he look Frail- 
very fwartly I warrant, with black Beard, ſcorcht 
, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. 

Frail. Foh — he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcorcht, 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to ſee as one of us; I do think, but if you ſa him 
once, you'd take him to be a Chriftian, 

Fran. — fair, and yet fo cunning, that's to be wondred 
at, Mother. 

Enter Sir Oliver Muck hill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe. 

Muck. Bleſs you, ſweet Lady. 

Tip. And you, fair Miſtreſ:. Exit Frailty. 

Wid. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen? Fie, did 
I not give you your Anſwers ? 

Muck. Sweet Lady? 

Wid. Well, 1 will not ſtick with you for a Kiſs; 
Daughter, kiſs the Gentleman for ouce. 

Fran. Les forſooth. 

Tip. I'm proud of ſuch a Favour. 

Mid. Truly la, Sir Oliver. you're much to blame to come 
again when you know my Mind ſo well dclivered——as 
a Widow could deliver a thing. 

Mack. But I expect a farther Comfort, Lady. 

Wid. Why la you now, did I not defire you to put off 
Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ? 
fay you? did I not? 

Muck. But the fincere Love which my Heart bears to 


_ 
Wid. Go to, Ill cut you off; _ Ge PE 
in Comfort, afar off, my For tune is read me, l marry 


ou 
1 But not as long as I can chuſe; nay, I'll hold out 


Enter Frailty. 
Frail. O Madam, Madam. 
Mid. How now ? what's the haſte? [Is her Ear. 
Tip. Faith, Miſtreſs Frances, Ill maintain you gallantly, 


Ill bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
E 


«F — — 


What, do's bs to Conjure here then? how 
ſhall I do to be rid of theſe Knights, — pleaſe you, Gen- 
tlemen, to walk a while i th Garden, to gather a Pink, or 
a Gilly-flower. 

_ all our Hearts, Lady, and count us fa 
vour'd. 


Nich. Oh, as clear as a Carter's Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer; ——Now=—. 
how like you our Room, Sir ? 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Cafiam, Pye-boord, Edmond, and 
Nicholas. 

Cap. O wonderful convenient. 

Edm. I can tell you, Captain, fimply though it lies 
here, tis the faireſt Room in my Mother's Houſe, as dain- 
ty a Room to Conjure in, methinks, —— why you may 
bid, I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in't; my Fa 
ther has had twenty in't at once 

Pye. What, Devils? a 
 #Edm. Devils, no, Deputies, and the wealthieſt Men he 
could per. 

Sir God. Nay, 


your Chats now, fall to Bu- 


put 
ſinefs roundly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the Chrif- ' 


crols of Noon; but oh, hear me, Captain, aqualm comes 
der my Stomach. 

Cap. Why, what's the matter, Sir ? 

Sir God, Oh, how if the Devil ſhould prove a Kaave, 
and tear the Hangings. 

Fuh, I warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 
Ay, Nunkle, or ſpit Fire upo'th Sealing. 

Sir Gad. Very true too, for tis but thin Plaiſtcred, and 
*ewill quickly take hold a the Laths ; and it he chance to 
ſpit downward too, he will burn all the Boards. 

Cap. My Life for yours, Sis Godfrey. 

Sir God, My Siſter * very curious and dainty o er this 
Room, I can tell you, and therefore it he muſt needs ſpit, 
1 pray defire him to ſpit i ch Chimney. *. 
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Why, aſſure you, Sir Godfrey, he ſhall not be brought 
p MG il Manners, to {pit and fpawl a'th' Floor. 

Si God. Why I thank you, good Captain, pray have a 
arel— fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble you | war- 
rant come. we'll into the next Room, and becauſe 
we'll be ſure to keep him out there, we'll bar up the Door 
with ſome of the Godlies Zealous Works. 

Edm. That will be a fine Device, Nuncle; and becauſe 
the Ground ſhall be as holy as the Door, I'll tear two or 
three Roſaries in pieces, and ſtrew the Pieces about the 
Chamber; Oh! the Devil already. [Runs in. Thunder. 

Pye. 'Sfoot, Captain, ſpeak ſomewhat tor ſhame; ir Ligh- 
_ tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? 

Cap. Pray Peace, George, — thou'lt make me laugh 
anon, and ſpoil all. 

Pye. Oh, now it begins again; now, now, now ö 
8 Rhumbos ragdayon, pur, pur, colucundrion, Hois- 


es : 
0- Sir God. through the Key hole, within.) Oh admirable 
y jurer! has fetcht Thunder already. 
a Pye. Hark, hark, again Captain. 

Cap. Benjammo, gaſpois kay-goſgothoteron umbrois . 
Sir God. Oh, 1 would the Devil would come away quick- 
ie ly, he has no Conſcience to put a Man to fuch Pain. 
Pye. Again. * 

u Cap. Flowſte kak opumpos dragone . leloomenos hodg®gedge. 
. Pye. Well ſaid, Captain. 
es Sir God. So a coming? O would I had ne'er be- 
| t now, for 1 fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will de- 


» TT STS 


y all the Fruits of the Earth, and tread upon my Corn 
— oh 'th* Country. | 


i... Gag 4 U. — huncks, hownſlow, hockley to 


park, 

Wid. O Brother, Brother, what a Tempeſt's i'th' Garden, 
d ſure there's ſome Conjuration abroad. 

0 Sir God. Tis at home, Siſter. 

Pye. By and by Ill tep in, 

Cap. Nunck Nunck Rip Gaſcoines, Ips, Drig-Dropite: 

is Sir God. He drips and drops, poor Man; alas, alas. 

„ | 4x. Now, I come. 1 y 
e. Cap. 
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Cap. O Sul ace. . 

Pye. Arch-Conjurer, what would'ſt thou with me? 

Sir God. O, the Devil, Sifter, i'th' Dining-Chamber; 
fing, Siſter, I warrant you that will keep him out; quick- 
ly, quickly. Goes in: 

Pye. So, fo, ſo; II releaſe thee; enough, Captain, e- 
nough; allow us ſome time to laugh a little, they're ſhud- 
dering and ſhaking by this time, as if a Earthquake were 
in their Kidney. 

Cap. Sirrah George, how was't, how was'c? did I do't 
well enough? * 

Pye. Woult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- 
jurer, for here was no harm in this, and yet their horri- 

expectation ſatisfied well; you were much beholdi 

to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac'd you 
I can tell you. 

Cap. I muſt needs ſay fo, George. Sirrah if we could ha* 
convey'd hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Fire-wheel, tad 
bcen admirable. 

Pye. Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee 
to pain now, Captain. 

Cap. Pain? I proteſt, George, my Heels are ſorer than 
a Whifon Morris-dancer's. 

Pye. All's paſt now — only to reveal thit the Chain's 
— where, thou know'ſ, it has lain theſe two 

ys. 


On. But I fear that Fox Nicholas has reveal'd it al- 


. Fear not, Captain, muſt put it to th* venture 
2 Nay tis time, call 8 em, take pity on em, tor 
I believe of em are in a pitiful Caſe by this time. 

Cap. Sir Godfrey, Nicholas, Kinſman, ——'sfoor they're 
faſt at ir ſtill; George, Sir Godfrey ? 

Sir God. Oh, is that the Devil's Voice? how comes he 
to know my Name? 
. Fear nor, 
What, 

and 
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Cap. Your Garden. | 

Sir God. O ſwvect Conjurer! whereabouts there? 

Cap. Look well about a Bank of Roſemary. 

Sir God. Siſter, the Roſemary- bank, come, come; there's 


my Chain, he ſays. 
Wid. Oh, happineſs! run, run. [Suppoſeth to go. 
Edm. Captain Conyurer ? LEdm. at key- hole. 


Cap. Who? Maſter Edmond? 

Edm. Ay, Maſter Edmond; may I come in ſafely with- 
out Danger, think you ? 

Cap. Pub, long ago, it is all as twas at firſt; 

Fear nothing, pray come near — how now, Man? 

Edm. Oh! this Room's mightily hot i'faith ; slid, my 
Shirt ſticks ro my Belly already; what a ſteam the 
has left bebind him? Foh, this Room muſt be air d. Gen- 
emen, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone, — let's open the 
Windows. 

Pye. Faith, Maſter Edmond, tis but your Conceit. 

Edm. 1 would you could make me believe that, i'faith, 
who do you think I cannot ſmell his Savour, from ano-- 
ther; yet I take it kindly from you. becauſe you would 
not put me in a Fear, i faith; a my Troth 1 ſball love you 
for this the longeſt Day of my Lite. 

Cap. Puh, tis nothing, Sir, love me when you fee 
more. 

Edm. ng now remember, I'll look whether ke has 
findged K Hangings, or no, 

De. Captain, to entertain a little ſport till they come; 
make him believe, you'll charm him inviſible, he's apt to 
_ y = you ſee, jet we alvve to. give faves 
to 


On th, A SUR Rn on. | 
I proteſt you are a rare Fellow, are you not? 
Cap. © Maſter Edmend, you know but the leaſt part of 
me yet; why now at this Inftant I could flouriſh my 
Wand thrice o'er your Head, and charm you inviſible. 
Em. What you could not? make me walk invitſible, 
Man? I ſhould - at that i taĩth; troth I requite your 
Kindneſs; an you'll dot, good Captain Conjurer. 


Cap, 


— 
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Cap. Nay, I ſhould hardl you ſuch a ſmall kind- 
neſs, Kos 2 you, Sir, tis no 
more but this, ard thus agen, and now y' are inviſible. 
Fam. Am I faith? who would think it? 

Cap. You fee the Fortune-teller yonder at farther end 
o'th' Chamber, go towards him, do what you will with 
„ you fo, Ill rey tha Faith — = [Fu 

Edm. Say you fo, FI! try that i'faith — - him. 

Pye. 2 Captain 4 who's that juſtled 2 

Cap. Jufiled you? I ſaw no body. 

Edm. Ha, ha, ha, — fay 'twas a Spirit. | 

WP Shall 1?—— may be ſome Spirit that haunts the 
Circle, | 

O my Noſe, conjure then, Caprain. 

* : _" [ Pulls hum by 2 Noſe. 

Edm. Troth this is exlent, I may do any Knavery no v 
and never be ſeen, and now I remember me, Sir God- 
frey, my Uncle, abus'd me t'other Day, and told Tales of 
me to my Mother—— Troth now I'm inviſible, Fil hit 


him a ruund whirrit a'th Ear, when he comes out ach 


Garden — I may be reveng'd on him now finely. 
Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow Frances, Nicholas with 
the Chain. 


Sir God, 1 have my Chain again. my Chain's found 
again. [Edmond firikes him. 
O ſweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 

O, what mean you by that, Nephew ? 
Edm. Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncle? 
Wid. Why did you ſtrike your Uncle, Son? 

Fam Why, Capriin am I not invitble? 

' Cap. A good jeſt, George not now you are not, Sir, 

Why did not you fee me when 1 did uncharm you? 
Edm. Not I, by my Troth, Captain; 

Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 

I though I'd been in viſib e when I ſtruck you. | 

Sir God. S., you would do't? go,—you're a fooliſh Boy, 
And w cre I not o'ercome with greater Joy, | 
Fd make | taſte Correction. 

Edm. Correction, puſ no, neither you nor my 
Mother, ſhall thick to whip me as you have done. 1 

een 


r 


* 
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Gad. Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank. you, let me embrace you. O my ſweet Chain, glad 
neck e en makes me giddy, rare Man; 'twas juſt i th Roſe» 
mary-bank, as if one ſhould ha' laid it there. O cun- 
ing, cunning ! 

#id. Well, ſeeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry; 
let me marry a Man of Wit. a Man of Parts, here's a 
worthy Captain, and tis a fine Title truly la to be a 
Captain's Wite, a Captain's Wite, it goes very finely, be- 
fide all the World knows that a worthy Caprain is a fir 
Companion to any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bedfellow 
for any Lady. — I'll have it fo —— 

Enter Frailty. 
Frail. O Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there's the braveſ. Jig 
coming along this way. 
Wid. What brave Sight? ; 
Frail. O, one going to burying, and another goiag to 


Hanging. ; 
Wid. A rueful Sight. 
R, 'Sfoot, Captain, I'll rawn my Life the Corporal's 
n'd, and old Skirmiſh the Soldier going to Execution, 
and tis now about the time of his Waking; bald out a 
letle longer, y Potion, and we ſhall have exlent Ad- 
miration; for I'll take upon me the Cure of him 
Enter the Ciffin of the Corporal, and the Soldier bound, and 
led by the Officers, the Sheriff there. 
Frail. O here they come, here they come! 
Pye. Now mult I cloſe ſecretly with the Soldier, pre- 
vent his Impatience, or elſe all's diſcove:e1. 
Wid. O lamentable ſeeing, theſe were thoſe Brothers, 
that fought and bled before dur door. 
Sir Gad. What, they were not, Siſter? 
Skir. George, look to'r, I'll peach at Tyburs elſe. 
Pye. Mum —— Gentles all, vouchſafe me Audience, and 
you eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff: 
Yon Man is to Execution, 
Becauſe he wounded this that now lies coffin'd. 
Sher. True, true, he ſhall have the Law, —— and 1 
know the Law. 


Pye, 
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Pye. But under Favour, Maſter Sheriff, if this Man had 
- - oder. ax te ſhould have been releas d 
Sber. Why. make you Queſtion of that, Sir? 

Pye. Then I releaſe him freely, and will take upon me 
that he ſhould die, if within a little Seaſon 1 
not cure him to his proper Health again. 

Sher. How, Sir? recover a dead Man ? 

That were moſt ſtrange of all. [ Frances comes to him. 

Fran. Sweet Sir, I love you dearly, and could wiſh m 
beſt part yours, —- O do not undertake ſuch an impoſ 


Pye. Love you me? then for your ſweet fake 11] dot. 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. 
Sher. Bearers, ſet down the Coffin, — this is wonder- 
ful, and worthy Stow's Chronicle. 
1 beſtow the freedom of the Air our 
— 5 his Checks begin to 4 — na- 
tural warmth: Nay, good Corporal, wike betime, or [ 
ſhall have a longer Sleep than you. foot, if he ſhould 
_ dead indeed now, he were fully reveng'd upon me 
or making a Property on him, yet I had rather run upon 
the , than have a Rope like a Tetter run upon me, 
O ——he ſtirs — he ſtirs again look, Gentlemen, he 
recovers, he ſtarts, he riſes. 
Sher. Ol, oh, defend us — out, alt“. 


Corp. Zowns; where am 1? cover d with Snow ? 1 
marvel ? 

Pye. Nay, I knew he would Swear the firſt thing he 
did, as ſoon as he came to Lite again. 

Corp. Stoot, Hoſteſs — ſome hot Porridge, — ob, ho, 
lay on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 

Pye. Lady, you muſt needs take a little pity of bim 
i' faith. and ſend him into your Kitchen Fire. 

Wid. O, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
help to bear him in. , 

Nich. Bear him in quotha, pray call in the Maids, 1 
' hall ne er the Heart to dot, indeed la. 


. 
— * - 


Frail, 


ire 
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Frail. Nor I neither, 1 cannot abide to handle aGhoſt, 
of all Men, 
— where was I drunk laſt 
1 mt 
Fre ©, tall 1 bis you cnce agein take him awey? 
Frail. Why, we're as fearful as you, I warrant you—— 


Wid. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Caw- 
de preſently to ſettle his Brain —— or a Pofſer of Sack, 


quickly, quickly. [ Exexnt, proſhing in the Corps. 
Sher. Sir, whatſoc'er you are, 1 do more than admire 
you. 


id. O 1, if you Knew all, Mafter Sheriff, as you ſhall 
do, you would f:y then, that here were two of the ra- 
ieft Men within the Walls of Chriftendom. 
Sher. Two of em. O wonderful: Officers, I diſcharge 
ſet him free, all's in tune. | 
Sir God. Ay, and a Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 


Sheriff, to which | moſt chearfully invite you, and your 


hte Priſoner there. See you this goodly Chain, Sir mum, 
no more Words, twas loſt and is found pain; come, 
my ineſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your Noble Acts in 
farkling Charnico, and inſtead of a Jeſter, we'll bs the 
Ghoſt i” th* white Sheer fir at upper end o th' Table. 

Sher, Exlent, Man, i'faith. [ Ex##. 

Fran. Well, ſeeing I am enjoin'd to love, and marry, 
My fooliſh Vow thus I caſheer to Air 


| Which firſt begot it —— now, Love, play thy part; 


The Scholar reads his Lecture in my Heart. rem. 


* 


ACT V. SCENE IL 


Enter in haſte Maſter Edmond and Frailty. 


En HIS is the iage for Mother 
D * 
Frail. O me, Maſter Edmond, a 
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Ban. Nay, 17 
my Mother be married at Saint Autlings, hie thee, 
dis paſt five, bid them open the Church-door, my Siſter is 
almoſt ready. 

Frail. What already, Maſter Edmond? 

Edm. Nay, go hiethee, firſt run to the Sexton, and run 
to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter Pigman the Parſon, 
and then run to the Milliner, and then run home again. 

Frail. Here's run, run, run —— | 

Edm. But hack, Frailty. 

Frail. What, more ye: ? 

Edm. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew the way to 
the Church ? 

Frail. Fob, an Hour ago, I help'd em my ſelf. 

Edm. Away, away, away, away then. | 

Frail. Away, away, away, away then. [Exit Frailty. 

Edm. | ſhall have a ſimple Father · in- law, a brave Captain, 
able to beat all our Street: Captain Idle, now my Lady 
Mother will be fitted for a delicate Name, my Lady Idle, 
my Lady Lale, the fineſt Name that can be for a Woman; 
and then the Scholar, Maſter Pye-boord tor my Siſter Frances, 
that will be Miſtreſs Frances Pye-boord, Miſtreſs Frances Pye- 
boord, U keep a noble Table, I warrant you: Now 
all the Knights Noſes are put out of joint, they may go 
to a Bone-ſetters now. 

Enter Captain and Pye boord. 

Hark, bark; O who comes here with two Torches before 
'em, my {ſweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how 
bravely they are ſhot up in one Night, they look like fine 
Britains now methinks, here's 2 gallant change i' faith; 
lid, they have hir'd Men and all by the Clock. 

Capt. Maſter Edmond, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter Ed- 
; n= Fob, ſweet Captain Father-in-law, a rare perſume 
i faith. 

Pye. What, are the Brides ftirring ? we ſteal 
*em, think'ſt thou, Maſter Edmond ? _ | - 

Edm. Fave, they're e en upon readineſs, 1 can aſſure 


you; for they were at their Torch een now, by the ſame 
Is 


token | tumbled down. the Stairs. 


. 


Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know 
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G *m in, and Liquor 'em a little. 

That I will ſweet Captain Father-in-law,and make 
each of them as drunk as a common Fidler. Exeumt. 
Duer Sir John and 7 a2 above lacing of her 

oaths. 

Dub. Whewh, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs Moll. 

Moll. Who's there? 
| ow Tu 1. 
Moll. Who, Sir John Penny Dub ? O you're an early 
0 Þ "Cock i faith, who would have thought you to be fo rare 
a ſtirrer ? 

Dub. Prethee, Moll, let me come up. 

| Moll. No by my Faith, Sir John, I il keep you down, 
for you Knights are very dangerous, if once you get above. 

Dub. Vi) not ſtay i'faith. 

' Moll, Laith you ſhall ſtay; for, Sir John, you muſt 
note the nature of the Climates: Your Northern Wench in 
her own Country may well hold out till the be fifteen, 
but if ſhe touch the South once, and come up to London, 
here the Chimes go preſently after twelve. 

Dub. O thou'rt a mad Wench, Moll, but I prethee make 
haſte, fur the Prieſt is gone before. 
3 Moll, Do you follow him, Fil not be long after. 
Exeumt. 
"Enter Sir Oliver Muck hill. Sir Andrew Tipſtaff, and old 
Skirmiſh talking. 
| Muck. O monſtrous unheard of Forgery! 
Tip. Knight, I never heard of ſuch Villany in our own 
Country, in my Life. 
- , Why, dis, impoſſible, dare you maintain your 
ords ? 
3 Skir. Dare we? een to their wezen Pipes; we know 
all their Plots, they cannot ſquander with us, they have 
knaviſhly abus'd us, made only Properties on's to advance 
their {elves upon our Shoulders, but they ſhall rue their 
Abuſes, this Morning they are to be married. 


— 
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Muck. Tis too true. yet if the Widow be not too much 
beſotted on Slights and Forgeries, the Revelation of their 
Villanies will make em loat and to that end, be it 
in private to you, I ſent late laſt Night to an Honourable 
Perſonage, to whom I am much indebted in kindneſs, as 
he is to me, and therefore preſume upon the payment of 
his 2 and that he will lay out good words for me, 
and to ſpeak Truth, for ſuch needful Occaſions, } only 
preſerve him in Bond, and ſometimes he may do me more 
good here in the City by a free Word of his Mouth. than 
if he had paid one half in Hand, and took Doomſday for 
r'other. 

Tip. In troth, Sir, without ſoothing be it ſpoken, you 
have publiſh'd much judgment in theſe few Words. 
Muck. For you know, what fuch a Man utters.will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpoſe, and therefore 
into his Mouth we'll put the approved Theme of their 
Forgeries. 

Skir. And I'll maintain it, Knight, if ſhe'll be true. 

Enter Servant. 

Muck, How — Fellow. 2 

Serv. May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is lighted 
from his Coach. 52% L 

Muck. Is my Lord come already ? his Honour's early; 
You fee he loves me well; up before Heav'n, 

Truſt me, I have found him Night-capt at eleven: 
There's good hope yet; come, I'll relate all to him. 

' [ Exennt, 
Enter the two Bri Captain and Scholar. After them, 
Sir Godtrey and Edmond, Widow chang'd in Apparel, 
Miſtreſs Frances led between two Knights: Sir John Penny- 
Dub and Moll; there meets them a Nobleman, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, and Sir Andrew Tipltaff. 
Nob. By your leave, Lady. | 


Wid. My Lord, your Honour is moſt chaſtly welcome. 
Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
not to flatter you; upon whom can l juſtly caſt this Blot, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink from 
Milk, fuch is the blind beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 
headed Woman that's a Widow. For it ada... 
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of all you that are Widows (a Handful excepted) to hate 
choſe that honeſtly and carefully love you, to the main. 
tenance of Credit, State, and Poſterity. and ſtrongly to 
bat on thoſe, that onl _ to undo you; re- 
gerd you leaſt, are rded; who hate you moſt, 
xe beſt beloved. And if there be but one Man amongſt 
ten thouſand Millions of Men, that is accurſt, diſaſtrous, 
 andevilly Planetred ; whom Fortune beats moit, whom 
God hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem laſt, that Man 
is fure to be a Husband Such is the peeviſh Moon that 
rules your Bloods. An impudent Fellow beſt oes you, 
| 2 flattering Lip beſt wins you, or in mirth, who talks 


roughlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt ; nor can y ou diſtinguiſh Truth 
from Forgeries, Miſts from Simplicity; witneſs rhoſe two 
deceit ful ſters, that you have entertain d forBridegrooms, 
Mid. Deceit ful 
Pye. All will out. 


Nob. For what 41 beſotted your eaſie Blood 
withal, were nought but Forgeries, the Fortune - tell 
for Husbangs, and the EN for 1 Chain; Sir God. 
| heard the talſhood of all; nothing but meer Knavery, 

2 and Couzenage. 

id. O wonderful! indeed I wondred that my Huſ- 
| band, with all bis Craft, could not keep himſelf out of 
1 Purgatory. 
| sir God. And I more wonder, that my Chain ſhould be 
gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

1 Moll. And 1 wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be tied 
trom Marriage, having ſuch a mind to't; come Sir Fobn 
Teny. Dub, fair Weather on our fide, the Moon has chang d 
fince Leſternight. 

He. The ſting of every evil is within me. 
Nob. tad thet you may perceive I feign not with 
| behold their Fellow-aftor in thoſe Forgeries, who full of 
3 mend Envy at their fo ſudden Advancements, reveal d 

their Plot in anger. — ao 

He. Baſe Soldier, to reveal us. 


Vid. 


ho. Hh ant * 
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id le t poſſible we ſhould be blinded fo, and our Eyes 


Wid. O, to my ſhame, I do. 
Sir God. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain was tru- 


ly loſt, and ſtrangely found again. 


Nob. Reſolve him of that, Soldier. 

Skir. In few words, Knight, then thou wert the Arch- 
Gull of all. 

Sir God. How, Sir? 

Skir. Nay I'll prove it: For the Chain was but hid in 
the Roſemary-bank all this while, and thou got'ſt him out 
of Prifon to Conjure for it, who did it admirably fuſtian- 
ly, for indeed what needed any others, when he new 
where it was? 


2s O Villany of Villains! but how came my Chain 


Skir. Where's Truly la, indeed la? he that will not Swear, 
bur Lye; he that will not Steal, but Rob: Fure Nicholas 
paint duel; 


ings. 
Sir God. O Villain! one of our Society, 
Deem'd always Holy, Pure, Religious: 
A Puritan, a Thief ? when was't ever heard? 
Sooner we'll kill a Man, than Steal, thou know'f., 
Cut Slave, III rend my Lion from thy Back — 
With mine own Hands. 
Nic. Dear Maſter, oh. 
Nob. Nay Knight, dwell in patience. 
And now, Widow, being ſo near the Church. 'twere great 
y. nay uncharity, to ſend you home again without a Huſ- 
d: Draw near, you of true Worſhip, State and Credit: 
That ſhould not Rang fo far off from a Widow, and ſuffer 
forged Shapes to come between you. Not that in theſe] 
blemiſh the true Title of a Captain, or blot the fair margent 
of a Scholar, for | honour worthy and deſerving parts in the 
one, and cheriſh fruirful Virtues in the other. Come Lady, 
and you Virgin, beſtow your Eyes and your pureſt Aſfecti- 
ons, upon Men of Eſtimation, both in Court and City, 
that have long woed you, and both with their Hearts and 
Wealth ſincerely love you. Sir God. 
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Nob. Come, her filence does conſent to t. 
Wid. | know not with what Face. 
Neb. Fab, pah, with your own Face, they deſire no o- 
id. 
wrong 


ther. 
Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Daughter haye 
xd your Loves. 
Muck. Tis eaſily pardon'd, Lady, 
If you youchſafe it now. 
Wid. With all my Soul. 
— I, with all my Heart. 
And I, Sir Pom with Soul, Heart, Lights, and all; 
Y God. They are all mine, Moll. 
— 'bue will applaud choice, 
Spirit, 
ſh you with Hand and Voice: 


And gladly furni 

A happy change, which makes c'en Heav'n rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joys, you ſhall not want 

F _ 


doubt it not, believe me, 
* — enough to or ye. 


Omne. 
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Other Servants, and Officers. 
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ACT Il. SCENE Il. 


Enter Oliver, and Ralph, to Serving men. 
oO LIV EX. 


rab R/. my gone Miſtreſs is in 
1. FE ſuch a pitiful paſſionate Humour for 
J) the long Abſence of her Love. 

Rath. Why, can _w blame her? 
why, Apples hanging longer on the 
Tree * 2 ripe, makes 
— ſo many fallings, viz. Mad Wenches, 
becauſe they are not gathered in time, are fain to drop of 
themſelves, and then tis common you know for every 
Man to take them up. 

Oliv. Maſs thou fayeſt true, 'tis commom indeed, but 
Sirrah, is neither our young Maſter return d, nor our ſel- 
low Sam come from London ? 
Ralph. Neither of either, as the Puritan Baud ſays. 
Sid 1 hear Sam, Sam's come, here tarry, come Ytaith, 
bow my Noſe itches for news. 

Oliv. And fo doth mine Elbow. 

Sam calls within. Where are you there? 


O 3 Euer 


hang'd after the rueſt Faſhion, three 

wo Glaſſes ng upon them, two rebato 

1 — a Cap-caſe by my fide, a Bruſh at 

Almanack in my Pocket, and three Bal- 

y Codpiece. Nay, I am the true Picture of a 
ng-man. 

ISI CILL: 


Ralph. Ay, that's well ſaid, what is the News from Lon 
Os ns ? My young Miſtreſs keeps ſuch a pulling for 
ve 


Love. 
ſ{ Sam. Why the more Fool ſhe, ay, the more Ninny-ham- 
ſhe 


' Oliv. Why, Sam, why ? 
Sam. Why, he is married to another long ago. 


Amb. Faith, ye jeft. 

Sam. Why, did you not know that till now? Wh 
he's Married, beats his Wife, and has two or three 
dren by her. For you muſt note, 228 an 
the more when ſhe is beaten. 

Ralph. Ay, that's true, for ſhe bears the Blows. 

Oliv. Sirrah, Sam, I would not for two 8 
my Miſtreſs knew ſo much, ſhe'd run upon the 
Hand of her Wit, and ne'er be her own Woman again. 


never came in her Bed; why he has conſum d all, pawn wn'd 
is Lands, and made his Univerſity Brother ſtand in wax 
fine Phraſe for a Scrivener! pub, be 


. And 1 think ſhe was bleſt in her Cradle, that he 
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, Nay, II tell you moreover, he calls his Wife 
as familiarly as one would call Moi! and Doll, and 


1 
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ng Sticks i'th' Country as need to be eh” 
the Mind of a thing is all, and as thou faid't even 
d are the beſt things for Ladies. 
and for Waiting-Gentlewomen too. 
Ralph, is our Beer ſowre this Thunder? 
no, it holds Countenance yet. 
then follow me. Ii teach you the fineſt 
drunk in, I learn'd it at Lands laſt Week. 
Faith let's hear it, let's hear ir. 

Sam. The braveſt Humour, 'rwould to do a Man good 
to be drunk in it, they call it Knighting in London when 
they drink upon their Knees. 
| Amb. Faith that's excellent. 

Sam. Come follow me, III give you all the Degrees of 
it in order. [ Exexme. 

Enter Wife. 
Wife. What will become of us? all will away. 
My Husband never ceaſes in expence. | 
Both to conſume his Credit and his Houſe 
And tis fet down by Heav'ns juſt Decree, 
That Riot's Child muſt needs be Beggary. 
Ae theſe the Virtues that his Youth did promitc ? 
Dice and vol Meetings, midnight Revels, 
Taking his with Surfeits ; ill beſeeming 
The antient Honour of his Houſe and Name; 
And this not all, bu: that which kills me moſt, 
When he recounts his Loſſes and falſe Fortunes, 
The weakneſs of his State ſo much dejected, 
Not as a Man repentant, but half mad, 
His Fortunes cannot an{wer his Expence . 
tie fits and ſullenly locks up his Arms, 
| 4 For. 
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A fearful ungodly Sorrow, 
Oh r he comes, now in deſpight of 111s 
LY) te him, and 1 will hear him ſpeak, 


Hu Pox of the laſt throw, it made 
Five hundred Angels vaniſh from my ſight. 
on damn'd, I'm damn'd, the Angels have forſook me; 
11 is certainly true; for he that has no Coin, 
Is damn'd in this "World; he's gone, he's gone. 
Wife. Dear Husband. 
Ha,, Oh ! moſt puniſhment of all, J have a Wife. 
Wife. 1 do entreat you, as you love your Soul, 
Tell me the Cauſe of this your Diſcoatent. 
Huſ. A Vengeance ſtrip thee Naked, thou art Cauſe, 
Fife, Quality Pr Property, thou, thou, thou. [ Exit, 
Wife. Bad turn'd to worſe? 
Boch of the Soul and of the Body, 
And ſo much unlike himſelf at firſt, 
As if ſome vexed Spirit had got his form upon him. 
Enter Husband again. 
He comes 


I ee Couke; ] never yet 

Spoke leſs than Words of Duty and of Love. 

Huſ. If Marriage be Honourable, then Cuckolds are Ho- 
nourable, for they cannot be made without Marriage. 
Fool, what meant I to marry to get Beggars! N 
Now muſt my eldeſt Son be a Knave or nothing, he can- 
not live "Sy for th' Fool, for he will have no Lard to 
maintain him; that Mortgage fits like a Snaffle upon mine 
Inheritance, and makes me chaw upon Iron. 

My ſecond Son muſt be a Promoter, and my third 8 
Thief. l Pander. 
Oh B:ggary, Beggary y, to what bale uſes doth it puta Man. 
— {corns to be a Bawd; 
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He bears himſelf more Y» 
Has more Cue on his it. 


your Diſcontent. 
A Mony. Mony, Mony, and thou muſt ſupply me. 
Wife, Alas, | am the leaſt Cauſe of your Diſcontent. 


Yet what is mine, either in Rings or Jewels, 
Uſe to your own deſire, but 1 beſeech you, 


As you are a Gentleman vans Ne 8, 
Though 1 myſelf be out of your Reſpect. 
Think on the State of thoſe three lovely Boys 
You have been Father to. 2 
Huf. Pub, Baſtards, Baſtards, Baſt rds, begot in tricks, 
tegot in tricks. 
Wife. Heav'n knows how thoſe Words wrong me, 
bat Fl endure theſe Griefs among a thouſand more: 
0h call to mind your Lands already mortgag d. 
Tour ſelf wound into Debts your hopeful Brother 
A the Univerſity into Bonds for you, 
like to be ſeiz d upon. And — 
Huſ. Ha' done, thou Harlot, 
Whom though for Faſhion 1 married, 
[never could abide, Think'it thou thy Words 


$ Shall Kill my Pleaſure ? Fall off to thy Friends, 


ul never touch the Sheets that cover thee, 


Thou and thy Baſtards beg, I will not bate 
A whit in Humour: Midnight ill 1 love you, 
lud revel in your Company; curb'd in? 
dull it be ſaid in all Societies, 
That I broke Cuſtom? that I flig'd in Mony? 
No, thoſe thy J-wels 1 will play as freely, 
u when my State was fulleſt. 
Wife. Be it ſo. 
tin. Nay, I proteft, and take that for an earneſt, 


He her. 
| will for ever hold thee in * 


It be divorc'd in Bed, till thou conſent, 
Tay Dowry ſhall be fold to give new Lite 
Unto thoſ- Pleaſures which I moſt affect. 
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Sir, do but turn a gentle Eye on me, 
NAU 
You ſhall command. 

Huf. Look it be done, Ba. 
U 7 
Hands in his Pockets, 
tut cap nds 6 th hs ET FE 
Oh much againſt my Blood, let it be done, 
I] was never made to be a looker on; 
A Bawd to Dice; Vl ſhake the Drabs my ſelf, 
And make them yield; 1 fay, look it be done. 
Hof, Speedity, ſpeedily, ] hate the — 
Ys uy; ate very Hour I choſe 
2 — 4 a Trouble, A uy 5 _=_ Children like three E- 
vils hang upon me, fie, fie, Strumpet and Baſtards, 
Strumpet and Baſtards. 
Enter three Gentlemen, hearing him. 
1 Gent. Still do theſe loathſome Thoughts jar 
Tour ſelf to ſlain the Honour of your Wife, [ Tongue? 
Nobly deſcended ; thoſe whom Men call mad, 
others, but he's more than mad 
That wounds himſelf, wes own Words 
Do proclaim it is not fir, | pray forſake ir. 
2 Gent. Good Sir, let Modeſty reprove you. 
3 Gent. Let honeſt Kindneſs ſway ſo much with you. 
Hag. God den, I thank you, Sir, how do you ? adicy, 
I am Lan to ſee you, fare wel lnſtructions, Admonitions. 
Exeunt Gem. 


on your 


t/ 
15 
: 
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Ser. Only to certifie you, Sir, that my Mifireſs was 
met by the way, by them who were ſent for her up to L- 
don by her Honourable Uncle, your Worſhip's late Guar- 


So, Sir, then ſhe is and ſo may you be, 
* her look the thing 4b ſhe 14 


Or Hell will tand more pleaſant than ber Houſe at home. 


[ Exa; Servants 
Enter 4 Gentleman. 
Gent. Well or ill met, 1 care not. 


Hut. 


— 
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? do't finely te? the it not 
D I fhall ſtrike. 


ing time of thy Youth did fai 
= pg. fruitful — to th ed on 
It ſcarce can enter into Mens Beliefs, 
Such Dearths ſhould hang on thee, we that ſee +: 
are ſorry to believe it; in thy change. 
This Voice into all places will be hurl'd, 
Thou and the Devil has deceiv'd the World. 
Hu. 1'll not endure thee. 
„ Gens. But of all the worſt, 
| Thy virtuous Wite, right honourab!y allied. 
. Thou haſt proclaim'd a Strumpet. 

Huſ. Nay then | know thee, 

Thou art her Champion thou, her private rien +, 

5 The Party you wot on. 


* 


. 5 ignoble Thought, 
. l am my patient Blood, ſhall I ſtand idie 
Reputation touch'd to death ? 
d you, has it? 
r. I prove 
. My Thoughts did only tend to virtuous Love 
. Huſ. Love of her Virtues? there it goes. 
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Sir, I have — 2 
I hope, nor ne er ſhall do. [ Fight agam. 
Haſ. Have you 1133. 
rig 
that for Truth doth fight. 
[ Husband falls down. 
, am I levell'd with the Ground? 
Sir, you lye at Mercy. 
Slave. 


Gent. Alas that hate ſhould bring us to our Grave. 
You fee, my Sword's not thirſty for your Life, 

I am forrier for your Wound, than you your ſelf: 
You're of a virtuous Houſe, ſhew virtuous Deeds, 
*Tis not your Honour, tis your Folly bleeds. 
Much has been expected in your Life, 
Cancel not all hopes; you have a Wife, 
Kind and ent he ap not wrongful Shame 
On her and your ty ; let only Sin be fore, 
And by this tall, rife never to fall more. 

5 And ſo I leave you. 

Huf. Has the Dog left me then, r 

F After his Tooth has left me? Oh, my Heart 

? Would fain leap after him, Revenge | fay. 

I'm mad to be reveng'd; my Strumpet Wife, 

It is thy quarrel that rips thus my Fleſh, 

And makes my Breaſt ſpit Blood, but thou ſhalt bleed; 

Vanquiſt'd ? got down ? unable e en to ſpeak ? 

Surely tis want of Mony makes Men weak, 

Ay, *twas that o'erthrew me, I'd ne'er been down elſe. [ Exit, 

Eater Wife in a riding Suit, with a Serving man. 

Ser. Faith, Mhſtreſs, if it may not be Preſumption 
Ia me to tell you fo, for his Excuſe 
You had ſmall Reaſon, knowing his abuſe, 

„ r | had, but alas, 
Why our Faults at home be ſpread abroad? 
Tis Grief enough within Doors; at firſt Sight 
*. Hine Uncle could run Oer his igal Life 
+ j<ric'y, as if his ſerious Eye 
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Had number'd all his Follies : 10 
Knew of his mortgag'd Lands, his friends in Bonds, 
Himſelf withered with Debt; and in that minute 
Had I added his Uſage and Unkindnefs, 
would have confounded every thought of good; 
Where now, fathering his Riots in his Youth, 
Which Time and tame Experience will ſhake off, 

his Kindneſs to me (as I ſmooth'd him 
With all the skill I had) though his deſerts 
Are in form uglier than an unſhap'd Rear, 
He's ready to prefer him to ſome Office 
And Place at Court! A good and fure Relief 
To all his ſtooping Fortunes, t vill be a means, 1 hope, 
To make new League between us, and redeem 
His Virtues with his Lands. 
Ser. I ſhould think ſo: Miſtreſs, if he ſhould not now be 
kind to you, and love you, and cheriſh you up, I ſhould 
think the Devil himſelf kept open Houſe in him. 


| * . un 
Wife. By thi means I ſhall preſerve my L 
And tree my Husband out of Uſurers Hands; . 
Now there is no need of Sale, my Uncle's kind, 
I hope, if ought, this will content his Mind. 
Husband. 


Here comes my 
Enter Husband. 
Huſ. Now, are you come? where's the Mony? Let's 
ſee the Mony, is the Rubbiſh fold? thoſe Wiſe-akers your 
Lands, why then, the Mony, where is it? pour it down, 
, }F downwith it, down with it: 1 fay pour't on the Ground, 
let's ſee it, let's ſee it. * dd 
Wife. Good Sir, keep but in patience, 
My . ſhall like you wel, I bring you better 
Comfort then the ſale of my 
Huſ. Ha, what's that ? * 
Wife. Pray do not fright me, Sir, but vouchſaſe me hear- 
ing. My Uacle, ghd of your Kir dneſs to me and mild U- 
kage (for ſo 1 it to him) hath in pity of your decli- 
2 Fortunes, provided a ſor you at Court of worth 
{ | wdcredir; which ſo overjoyed me — Hof. 
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A Out on thee, filth, over and overjoyed, 
When Tm in Torment. Fw bu, 
1 — rr * 

— — down the Hiſtory 
2 ortunes? 8 


mme SOS — 


5 


2 
f 


Acciden 8 
you falpeRt it but a Plot in me, 
keep my Dowry, or for mine own good, 
Childrens (tho? it ſuits a Mother 
a natural care in. their Reliefs) 
TY forget my ſelf to calm your Blood; 
| Conſame it, as your Pleaſure counſels you, 
= And all I with, c'en Clemency affords, 
= Give me but pleaſant Looks, and modeſt Words. 

Huf. Mony, Whore, Mony, or Ill — Draw / his Dag ge- 

Enter a Servant haſtily. 
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: 


„Sir, a Gentleman from the Univerſity ſtays 


with you. 


w to 
Hufſ From the Univerſity ? ſo, Univerſity, 
"That long Word runs thro me. [Exiz. 


as 
not this 


That which ſome Women Miſery, 
Would ſhew bur litrle here, 1 be ſeen 
Among my Miſeries: I ma; compare 

Fer wretched Fortunes, with all Wives that ae: 
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He calls it Slavery to preferr , 
0 of Credit, « baſe Servitude. 
ſhall become of me, and my poor Children? 
Two here, and one at Nurſe, my 
| 1 fee how Ruin with a palſic H 
Begins to ſhake the ancient Seat to Dutt: 
The heavy weight of Serrow draws my Lids 
Over my darkiſh Eyes: I can ſcarce fee; 
Thus Grief will laſt, it wakes and with me. 
Enter the Husband with the Maſter of the College. 
Huſ. Pleaſe you draw near, Sir, you're exceeding wel- 


come. 
Maſt. That's my doubt, I fear I come not to be wel- 
come 


Huſ Yes, howſoever. 
Mat. Tis not my faſhion, Sir, to dwell in long Cir- 
cumſtance, but to be plain and eftetual; therefore to the 


The cauſe of my ſetting forth was piteous and lamen- 

table; that hopeful young Gentleman your Brother, whoſe 

Virtues we all love dearly, thro' ycur Default and unnatural 
ligence, lies in Bond executed for your Debt, a Priſoner, 

all his Srudies amas'd, his hope ſtruck dead, and the 

of his Youth muffled in theſe dark Clouds of Oprention. 

Huſ. Hum, hum, bum. 
Maſt, O you have kill'd the towardeſt bope of all our 


„ Vaiverfity, wherefore without Repentance and Amends, 
expect ponderous and ſudden Judgments to fall grievouſiy 
5 upon you; your Brother, a Man who profited in his Di- 


vine Employments, and might have made ten thouſand 

| Souls fit for Heaven, now by your careleſs courſes caſt in- 
l. to Priſon, which you muſt anſwer for, and aſſure 

Spirit it will come home at length. 

121. v © think in of others peak Nef you, 

| . Wiſe Men thi you, . 

no Man loves you, — — ata. 
demns, condemn you; and take this from the virtuous Af- 

lection I bear your Brother, never look for Hour, 

good Thoughts, quiet Slcep, contented Walks, nor any 


. 
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him: 


What is Anſwer? how will you beſtow him ? 
= 1 fuffer till 1 bear your 


Hu. Sir, you have much wrought with me, I feel 

in my Soul, are your Arts Maſter. 42 
I never had till now; your Syllables have cleft me, 
for your Words and Pains I thank you; 1 cannot 
acknowledge grievous Wrongs done to my Brother, 
hry, mighty, mighty, mighty Wrongs. 


ithin 
Enter a Servinę- man. 
Hu. Fill me a Bowl of Wine. Alas, poor Brother, 
Bruis'd wich an Execution for my fake. 
Ma. A bruiſe indeed makes many a mortal Sore, 
Till the Grave cure them. 
Enter with = 
Huſ. Sir, I begin to you, you've chid welcome. 
— I could have withe 4 better for — ſake. 
I pledge you. Sir, to the kind Man in Priſon. 
Hf. Let it be fo. 
Nowy, Sir, if you pleaſe to ſpend but a few Minutes in 
walking about my Grounds below, my Man ſhall here at- 
ou: I doubt not but by that time to be furniſke of 
ient anſwer, and therein my Brother fully fatisfied. 
Good Sir, in that the Angels would be pleaſed, 
World's murmurs calm d, and I ſhould fay, 
then upon a lucky Day. [Fxit. 
O thou confuſed Man, thy pleaſant S'ns have un- 
thy Damnation has beggar'd thee. That Heav'n 
y we muſt not Sin, and yet made Women: Gives 
way to find Pleaſure, which being found, con- 
why ſhould we know thoſe things ſo much 
| ? O would Virtue had been forbidden, we ſhould 
prov'd all virtuous, for 'tis our Blood to love 
we are forbidden, what Man would have been for- 
bidden, what would have been fool to a Beaſt, and 
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zany to a Swine, to ſhew tricks in the mire ; what is 
in 
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and with the Gentleman's Palfie in the Hand ſhake out his 
Beggars? Tis done, I have done't - 


left, very 
My Lands ſhew'd like a Full Moon about me, but now 
reer and 1 
am mad to think that Moon was mine; mine and my 
Father's, and my Fore-fathers Generations, Generations, 
down goes the Houſe of us, down, down it finks: Now 
is the name a Beggar, begs in me that name. which hun- 
dreds of Years has made this Shire famous; in me and 
my Poſterity runs out. 
In my Seed five are made miſerable beſide my ſelf, my 
Riot is now my Brother's Jaylor, my Wiſes ging my 
three » and mine own 
* [ He tears his Hair. 
Why fit my Hairs upon my curſed Head? 
Will not this Po ſon — — oh my Brother's 
In Execution among Devils that ſtretch him: 
And make him ive; and | in want, 
Not able for to 1 * nor to redeem him. 
Divines and dy in 7 talk of Hell, 0 
But in my Heart Torments dwell, \ 
Seer and Miſery. —— 
not take up Mony upon his Soul? 
Pawn his Salvation, live at Intereſt: 
J, that did ever in abundance dwell, 
For me to want. exceeds the throes of Hell. 
Enter his little Son, with a Top and 
Son, What ail you, Father, are you not well, 1 cannot 
ſcourge my Top as long as you ſtand ſo: You take up all 
to res wich wide Legs, puh, you cannot make 
me afraid with this, I fear no Vizards, nor Bugbears. 
[He takes up the Child by the Skirts of his long Coat in one 
Hand, and draws his Dagger with the other. 
Up Sir, for here thou haſt no Inheritance left. 
Oh what will you do, Father? I am your white Boy. 
ſhalt be my red Boy, take that. [Strikes hum. 


Thou 
Oh you hurt me, Father. 
My eldeſt eldeſt Beggr, thou thou ſhalt not * to ask =D. 


Huſ 
Son. 
Huſ 
Son. 

Hy 


ſcorn Beggary. [Exit with his Son. 
Enter a Maid with a Child in her Arms, the Mother 
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Doſt thou me ſtill? 
Oh God! 


Huſ. Have at his Heart. 
[Stabs at the Child in her Arms, and gets is from her. 


Oh dear . 
= * — live to ſhame thy Houſe. 
Wife. Oh Heav'n. [ She is hurt, and ſinks down. 


Huſ. And periſh, now be gone, 

There's Whores enough, and Want would make thee one. 
Enter à luſty Servant. 
Ser. O Sir, what Deeds are theſe? 
Huſ Baſe Slave, my Vaſſal, 

} Com'ſt thou between my fury to queſtion me? 
Ser. Were you the Devil, I would hold you, Sir. 
Ha. Hold me? Preſumption, l undo thee for it. 


. 
Ser. Nay then the Devil wraſtles. 1 am thrown. 
. Husband overcome: him. 
1. 1. vn now Il tug t 


IIS 
to my » | i ; 
80, I think thou wilt not follow me in haſte. 


I am ſcarce able to heave up my ſelf, 
bruis'd me with his deviliſh weight, 


A Yorkſhire Tragedy: 


y Children. 
is it, my moſt aflited Miſtreſs ? 
now recover ? why half live? 
ren bleed before mine Eyes, 


Mie. What is it hath beguil'd him of all Grace, 
And ſtole away Humanity from his Breaſt ? 
To ſlay his Children, purpos d to kill his Wife, 
And ſpoil his Servants. 

Enter two Servants. 
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Murder hath took this Chamber with full Hands, 
long as the Houſe ſtands. of 


Er. 
2 


Heart of chance, 
To throw me now, within a flight o th Tow , 


ln their relentleſs Natures, than theſe of thine - 
Vas this the anſwer I long waited on, 
The Satis faction for thy Priſon d Brother? 
Huſ. He can have no more of us than our Skins, 
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murder'd his Children? 


with two or 


ſo his Wife, 


thought on- 


it had ne er been 


Maſt. 
Knight. 
Would it 
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„ well may my Lips be ſo. 
dear Wife, now thou and I muſt part, 
I of thy wrongs, repent me with my Heart. 
Wife. O tay, RO Sg 
Haſc That's but in vain, it muſt be fo. 


Let every Father look well into his Deeds, 
And then their Heirs may proſper, while mine bleeds. 
Exit Husband with Officers. 
Wife. More wretched am I now in this diftreſs, 
Than former Sorrows made me. 
Maſs. O kind Wife, be comforted, 
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%% The Tragedy of Tocrine. 
When ſuddenly from out a thorny Buſh 2.0 
A dreadful Archer with his Bow ybenr, 
Wounded e Lion with + diſmal Shaft, 
So he him ſtroot, that it drew forth the Blood, 
And fill'd . s rurious Heart with ing Ire; 
But all in vain he threaneth Ter*h Paws, 
And ſparkleth Fire from fo.th : flaming Eyes, 
For the ſharp Shaft gave him a :10rtal Wound. 
S Brate, the Terror of the World, 
Whoſe only looks did ſcare his Enemies, 

The Archer Death brought to his lateſt end. 
cds oo oo TW. 

In State of Bliſs and healthful Happineſs ! e. 


| SCENE H. 

Fnter Brutus carried im a Chair, Locrine, Caraber, Alba 
nact, Corineius, Guerdeline, Aſſaracus, Debon, aud 
Thrafimachus. 


Bru. Moſt loyal Lords, and faithful Followers, 
That ha e with me, unworthy 
Paſſed the gree:'y Gulf of th' Ocean, 
Leavirg the Confines of fair Italy, 
Behold your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 
And 1 muſt leave you, though = my Will; 
My Sinews ſhrunk, my number'd Senſes fail, 
A chilling cold poſſeſſeth all my Bones, 
Black ugly Death with Viſage pale and wan, 
Preſents himſelf before my dazled Eyes, 
And with his Dart prepared is to ſtrike: 
Theſe Arms, my Lords, theſe never-daunted Arms, 
That oft have quell'd the Courage of my Fecs, 
And cke diſmay'd my Neighbour's Arr —_ 
Now ＋ to Death, o'erlaid with ed Age, 

of Strength and of their proper Force; 

Even as the luſty Cedar worn with Years, 
That far abroad her dainty Odour throws, 
'Mongft all the Daughters of pruud Lebanon. 
This Heart, my Lords, this ne'er appalled Heart, 
That was a Terror to the bordering Lands. 


A volctul Scourge unto my neighbor Kings, 
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And in that Iſle at length | 
Now let me fce, if my laborious Foils, 
| Fall my Diligence 


Ia fundry Conflits, and in divers Bros, 
I hew'd the of my manly Mind ; 

For this I combated with Gathelns, 

| The Brother to Goffarius of Gaul, 

For this I fought with furious Gogmagog, 

A ſavage Captain of a ſavage Crew; 

And for theſe Deeds brave Cornwall I receiv'd, 
A grateful Gift giv'n by a gracious King; 
And for this Gift, this Life and deareſt Blood 
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raw near unto 

thy lateſt Bleſſings at his —— 
thou art the eldeſt of my Sons, 

a Captain to thy Brethren, 
tate thy aged Father's ſteps, 

will conduct thee to true Honour's Gate 
hou follow ſacred Virtues lore, . 
be crowned with a Laure! Branch, 
a Wreath of ſempiternal Fame, 4 
amongſt the Glorious happy ones. , 
It Lacrine do not follow your Advic | 
r himſelf in all things like a Prince 
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And Albane#, thy Father's only Je. 
Y & in Years, but not the young in mind, 
A Pattern of all Chivalry, "OM 
Take thou the North for thy Dominion, 
A Country full of Hills and ragged Rocks, 
Repleniſhed with fierce untamed Beaſts, 
As correfpondent to thy martial Though's. 

with endleſs Happinels, 
among j aur ſelves, 
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youthful Puiſſance, | 

Death haſtenerh bis quickned pace, 


me of my earth] . 
wax dim, Gercaſ Þ.; Age, 
of Death 
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my ee 

- hearted Gods, too too envious Fates, 

Thus to cut off my Father's fatal 

Brutus was a Glery to us all, 

Bratus that was a Terror to his Foes, 

Alas too ſoon by s Knife, 

The ial Brutzs is ft of Life. 

Der N | 
No can fear Rhodomanth, . © 

Wert thou as ſtrong _— | 


f 
f 


as mig! ty Her 


did 
made the Stones 
Conſtrain'd the hilly Trees to follow him, 
Thou could'ſt not move the Judge of Cebu, 
Nor move Compaſſion in grim Plato's Heart, 
AA the World, 

every Man muſt tread the way of Death 
. the valiant Pelops Sire, = 
Gueſt to the Gods, ſuffered untimely Death, 
= 2 Tithonus 990 ewe the Morn, 

im Minos w juſt 

Deign'd to admit unto his — W | 
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i her, and then ſhe hearing 
RAE will love me preſently. 


[Let him write @ little, and then read © 


Pen is naught, Gentlemen, lend me a Knife, I thi 
CER = 


So it is, Miſtreſs 
that the little ſparkles 


and the ſole eſſence of my Soul, 
affection kindled in me towards 


ſweer felf hath now encreas'd to a great Flame, and ; 


will cer it be long conſume my poor Heart, exc: 

with the pleaſant Water of your ſecret Fountain, cy 

the furious Heat of the fame. Alas, I am a Gentleman of 
Fame, and Name, majeſtical, in Apparel comely, in 


te portly. Let net therefore your gentle Heart be {> 


hard, as to deſpiſe a proper tall young Man of a handſome 
Lite. and . Ten him. — y» but allo to kill him, 
Thus expecting Time and Ti 
Servant, Signior Strumbo. 

Oh Wir, O Pate, © Memory, O Hand, O Ink, O Paper. 


Villain is this? Why Sirrah, come whea your Maſler 
calls you. Trompart. : 
Trompart entring. ſaith Anon, Sir. * 
Sram. Thou knoweſt, my pretty Boy what a good 


Maſter I have been to thee ever fince I took thec into my | 


Service. 

Trom. Ay, Sir. 

Strum. And how I have cheriſhed thee always. asif thou 
hadft been the Fruits af my Loins, Fleſti of my Fleſh, and 
Bone of my Bone. 

Trem. Ay, Sir. 

Strum. Then ſhew thyſelf herein a truſty Servant, and 
cry this Letter to Miſtreſs Dorothy. and tell her 

aking in bis Ear. Exit Trompurt. 


[Spe 
Strum. Nay, Maſters, you ſhall ſeea Marriage by and by. 


But here ſhe comes. Now muſt I frame my amorous P 
| Enter Dorothy and Trompart. 

Der. Signior Strembo, well met, I recew'd your Letters 

by your Man here, who told me 2 pitful St ry of your 
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I bid you farewell. Your 


Well, now I will fend it away. Trompart. Trompart a what 
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our Royal Marriage. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Locrine, Guendeline, Camber, AlbanaRt, 
Aſſarachus, Debon, and Thrafimachus. 


K fo you pleaſe, this day my Loveand l. 
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Huber, Hubbe, Efrild, Seger, avd their Soldiers. - 
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alas: 
though they were in number infinite, 
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y Babylonian Queen, 


Semiwamis the Ruler of the Weſt, 
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receive them at the Lances 


maſſacre their Bodies with our 
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Brought 'gainſt the Emperor of the Scythians, | 
2 ſtart back one foot from them: 
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if 


any Shooes, but to 
be a Soldier in the 


you ſee this? [ come not to 


buy ſelf ; come, Sir, you 
King's Caule. 
„ but hear 


Enter Thraſimachus. 
Thra. How nov, what noiſe, what ſudden clamour's this ? 


How now, my Captain and the Cobler ſo hard at it? | 
Sirs what 1 your quarrel? 

Cape. Nothing, Sir, but | 

Thra. Here 
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Strum. O Wife, I have ſpun © fair thread, if 1 had Um 

quiee, T had nor been Ford end there — 4 

ment; But come Sirrah, ſhut up, for we muſt to the Wars, 1 
SCENE IV. a 


Enter Albanact, Debon, Thrafimachus, and the Lords. 
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Alba. Thou baſe born Nunn, bow durſt thou be ſo bold. 
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SCENE VI. 
Sound the Alam. Enter Humber and bis Soldiers. 
Hum. How bravely this young Briton, Albanad, 


Darteth abroad the Thunderbolts of War, 
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y is loſt, the Humm are Conquerors, 
is lain, my Men are done to Death, 
be Currents ſwift ſwim violently with Blood, 
O that this laſt Night fo long laſt, 
M with Wounds paſt all Recovery, 
leave my Crown for Humber to . 

Strum. Lord have Mercy upon us, Maſters, I think this 
a Holy-day, every Man lyes fleeping in the Fields, but 
God knows full fore againſt their Wills. 

— Fly, _ AlbanaB8, and fave thy ſelf. 
Scythians follow with great Celerity, 
And there's no way but Flight, or ſpeedy Death, 
fly, noble Albanaci, and fave thy ſelf. [Sond the Alarm, 

Alba. Nay let them fly that fear to die the Death, 
That tremble at the Name of fatal Mors. 

Ne'er ſhall proud Humber boaſt or himſclf, 
That he hath put young Albanaci to : 

And leſt he ſhould triumph at my decay, 

This Sword ſhall reave his Maſter of his Life, 
That oft hath fav'd bis Maſter's doubtful Life: 
But oh my Brethren if you care for me, 
Revenge my Death upon his Traiterous Head. 


2 


— wndis rigid palude ; 


Nunc me fata vocant, 


condam ferrum. 
a bimſelf_ 


vol. vn. Q Enter 


362 The Tragedy of Loctine. 
4 
Enter . EN 1 Ns 
© what hath be done? his Noſe bleeds; but I ſmell a Fox, 
Look where my Maſter lyes. Maſter, Maſter. 
Strum. Let me alone, I tell thee, for I am dead. 
Dem. Vet one, good, good Maſter. 


Serum. 1 will not ſpeak, for I am dead, I tell thee. 
Trom. And is my Maſter dead? Singing. 


— 


— 


O Sticks and Stones, Brickbats and Bones, 
And 15 my Maſter dead? | 
O you Cockatrices and you Bablatrices, | 
That in the Woods dwell: 
Tom Brier, aud Brambles, you Cook-ſhops and Shambles, 
Come howl and yell | 
With howling and ſcreeking, with wailing aud wee ping, 
Come you to lament. 
© Colliers of Croyden, and Ruſticks of Royden, 
Ang Fi Kent. 5 
For Strumbo the Cobler, . merry Cobler 
Of Cathnes Town: * 
At this ſame ſloure. and this very hour 
Lies dead on the Ground. . 
O Maſter, Thieves, Thieves, Thieves. 
Strum. Where bc they? cox me tunny, bobekin, let me 
be ciling, be gone, we ſhall be robt'd by and by. 


SCENE VII. | 
Ener Humber, Hubba, Segar. Thraſſier, Eſtrild, and the | 


Solders. | 


Hum. Thus from the dreadiul Shocks of furious Mare, 
Thundring Alarums and Khamnyjia's D. um, 
We are retir'd with joyful Victory. 
The {laughter'd Trojans ſqueltring in their Blood, 
Infect the Air with t: eir Carcaſſes, 
And are a Prey tor every rav nous Bird. 

EH. So per:ih they that are our Enemies 
So periſh they that love not Humber s Weal. 
Aud mighty JFove Commander of the World, 
Protect my Love from all falſe Treacheries. 

Hum. Thar ks, lovely Zfirild, ſulace to my Soul. 
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But, | 
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Rat, valiant Hubbs, for thy Chivalry 
— againſt the Men of Albany, 
Loe here a flowring Garland wreath'd of Bay, 
un reward for this thy forward Mind. [Sets it on his Head. 
Hub, This unexpecte ] Honour, noble Sir, 
will prick my Courage unto braver Deeds, 
And-cauſe me to attempt ſuch hard Exploits, 
hat all the World ſhall found of Hubba's Name. 
Hum. And now, brave Soldiers, for this good Succeſs 
Carouſe whole Cups of Amazonan Wine, 
Sweeter than Nectar or Ambroſia. 
And caſt away the Clods of curſed care, - 
With Goblets crown'd with Semeleius Gifts, 
Now let us march to Abis Silver Streams. 
That clearly glide along the Champane Fields, 
And moiſt the graſſie Meads with humid drops. 
Soun] Drums and Trumpets, found up cheartully, 
Sith we return with Joy and Victory. [ Exenmt, 


—— _ 


——_—} 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


Dumb Show. Enter Ate as before. A Crocodile ſitting on 4 
Rivers Bank, and a little Snake ſtinging it. Then 60th of 
them fall mto the Water. 


Ate C Celera in authorem cadunt g 
High on a Bank by Niles boiſterous Streams, 

Fearfully fat th* Egyptian Crocodile, 

Dreadfully grinding in her ſharp long Teeth 

The broken — of 2 ſilly Fich, 

His Back was arm'd againſt the dint of Spear, 

With Shields of Brafs that ſhin'd like burniſh: Gold, 

And as he ſtretched forth his cruel! Paws, 

A ſubtle Adder creeping cloſely near, 

Thrufting his forked Sting into his Claws, 

Privily ſhed his Poiſon through his Bones, 

Which made him ſwell that there his Bowels tur k, 

That did ſo much in his own greatneſs truſt. © 
' 
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So Humber havi Albanad. 

Doth yield his Glory unto Locyine's Sword. 

Mark what enſues, and yeu may ealily ſee, 

That all our Life is but a Tragedy. [ Exit, 
SCENE I. 
machus, and Camber. 


Loc. And is this true, is Albana#us lain ? 
Hath curſed Humber with — Was, 
end? 


— >=z<dE>SPMTMON 


With that his Army made of 
Brought our red Brother to hi 

O that I had the Tracian Orpheus Harp, 
For to awake out of th'infernal Shade 
Thoſe ugly Devils of black Erebus, 


To quicken with his vital Notes and Tunes 
The — 7 of every ſtony Rock. 


By which the Scythians might be puniſhed , 
For, by the lightni 


ſay me, for I long to hear, 

How Albanad came by untimely Death. 
Thra. After the traiterous Hoſt of Scythian, 

Eatred the Field with Martial Equipage, 
Young Albana#, impatient of delay, 
Led forth his Army gainſt the ſtragling Mates, 
Whoſe multitude did daunt our Soldiers Minds, 
Yer nothing could diſmay the forward Prince; 
| But witha moſt heroical, 
Like toa Lion * a lock of Lambs, 
Made havock of the faint-heart Fugitives, 
Hewing a paſſage through them with his Sword; 
Yea we had almoſt giv'a them the R 
When ſuddenly from out the filent Wood 


— 
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Cowardly came 
And — all with fatal Maſſacre; 
Amongft the which old Debon, martial Knight, 
With many wounds was brought unto the Death: 
And Albana#t oppreſt with multitude, 
Whilſt valiantly he feld his Enemies, 
Yielded his bfe and honour to the Duſt. 
He — —_ the Soldiers fled amain, 
And 1 eſcaped them by fight, 
To bring you Tidings of theſe accidents. 

Loc. Not aged Priam, King of ſtately Trey, 
Grand Emperor of barb'rous Aa, 
When he beheld his noble-minded Son 
Slain traiterouſly by all the Mirmidons, 
Limented mote than | for Albanatt. 

Can. Not Hecuba the Queen of Ilium, 
When ſhe beheld the Town of Pergamus, 
Her Palace burnt, with all-devo.ring flames, 
Her fifty Sons and Daughters freſh of hue. 
Murthei'd by wicked Pyrrbus bloody Swerd, 
Shed ſuch fad Tears as | for Albanact᷑. 

Cam. The grief of Niobe, fair Athens Queen, 
For her ſeven Sons magnanimous in Field, 
For her ſeven Daughrers fairer than the ſaireſt, 
ls not to be compar'd with my laments. 

Cor. In vain you ſorrow for the ſlaughter d Prince, 
In vain you ſorrow for his averthrow ; 
H: loves not moſt that doth lament the moſt, 
But he that ſecks to venge the Injury, 
Think you to quell the Enemies warlike Train, 
1832 Sobs and womanifh Laments ? 

your Swords, unſheath your conqu'ring Swords, 

And ſeek revenge, the comfort for this - 
In Cornwall, where | hold my Regiment, 
Een juſt ren thouſand valiant Men at Arms 
Hath Comune ius ready at command: 
All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 
Hah Orineius ready at command. 


Q3 Cam. 


—_ 
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Cam. And in the Fields of martial Cambris, 
Cloſe by the boiſtrous Iſcan's Silver Streams, 

Where light-foot Fairies skip from Bank to Bank, 
Full twenty thouſand brave couragious Knights, 
Well exercis'd in feats of Chivalry, 

In manly manner moſt invincible, 

Young Camber bath with Gold and Victual. 

All theſe and more, if need ſhall more require, 

1] cffer up to venge my Brother's Death. 

Loc. Thanks, loving Uncle, and good Brother too; 
For this revenge, for this ſweet Word revenge 
Muſt caſe and ceaſe Xe wrongſul Injuries; 

And by the Sword of bloody Mars I ſwear, 

Ne'er ſhall fweet quiet enter this my Front, 

Till I be venged on his traiterous Head, 

That flew my noble Brother Albanact. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, muſter up the Camp, 
For we will ſtraight march to Alban'a. Exemnt, 


SCENE III. 


Enter Humber, Eſtrild Hubba, Thraſſier, and the Soldiers, 
Kum, Thus are we come, victorious Conqueror, 

Unto the flowing Current's filver Streams, 

Which, in memorial of our Victory, 

Shall be inated by our Name, 

And talked of by our Poſterity: 


For ſure I hope before the Golden Sun 

Poſteth his Horſes to fair Theris Plains, 

To ſee the Waters turned into Blood. 

And change his blueiſh Hue to rueful red, 
Maſtacre, 


upon the virent Plains. 
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tome headleſs lie, ſome breathleſs on the Ground, 
And every place is ftrew'd with Carkaſſes. | 
Behold the Graſs hath loſt h's pleaſant green, 
The ſweereſt Sight that ever might be ſeen. 

Ghoſt. Ay Traiterous Humber, thou ſhalt find it fo, - 
Yea to thy coſt thou halt the ſame behold, 

With Anguiſh. Sorrow, and with fad Lamenrs: 
The graſſie Plims, that now do thine Eyes, 
Shall ere the Night be colour d all with Blood; 
The ſhady Groves that now incl ſe thy Camp, 
and yield ſweet favour to thy damned Corps, 
Shall ere the Night be figured all with Blood ; 
The profound Stream that paſſed by thy Tents, 
kad with his Moiſture ſerveth all thy Camp, 
Shall ere the Night converted be to Blood. 

Yea with the Blood of thoſe thy ſtragling Boys 
For now revenge ſhall eaſe my lingring Griet, 
wat; } And now revenge ſhall glut my longing Soul. 

Had. Let come what will, I mean to bear it our, 
And either live with glorious Victory, 

; Or die with Fame renown'd for Chivalry : [ 
ers. | He is not worthy of the Honey-comb, 
That ſhuns the Hives becauſe the Bees hive tings; - 
That likes me beſt that is not got with caſe, 
Which thouſand Dangers do accompany ; 
bor nothing can diſmay our regal Mind; 
Which aims at nothing but a Golden Crowa, 
The only upſnot of mine enterpriſes. 
Vere they inchanted in grim Pluto's Court, 
And kept for treaſure *mongſt his helliſh Cre vv, 
1 either quell the tripple Cerberus 
And all the Army of his hateful Hags. 
Or roll the Stone with wretched Syſiphus. 

Hum. Right martial be thy Thoughts, my noble Son, 

And ail thy words favour of Chivalry. 
Enter Segar. 

but, warlike Segar, what ſtrange Accidents 

Make you to leave the warding of the 

Segar To Arms, my Lord, to honourable Arms; 
Take helm and targe in Hand, the Britons come 
n Mah greater Multitude than erſt the Greeks 
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to the Ports of Phrygidian Tenedos. 

Hom. But what faith Segar to theſe Accidents ? 
What cn = he in Extremities ? 

ar. this, m Lord, experience teacheth 

Ther einen a ſole help at need, ” 
* — Lord, our honour 1 us, | 
That we in every enterpriſe; 
Then fince there is no way buc fight or die, 
Be reſolute, my Lord, for Victory. | 

Hum. And reſolute, Segar, I mean to be, 
Perhaps ſome bliſsful Star will favour us. 
And comfort bring to our perplexed State: 
Come let us in and fortifie our Camp, 


So to withſtand their ſtrong Invaſion. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 
Enter Strumbo, Trompart, Oliver aud his Son William 
following them. 


Strum. Nay Neighbour Oliver, if you be ſo whot, come 
prepare your ſelf, you ſhall find two as ſtout Fellows of 
us, as any in all the North. 

Oliv. No by my droth Neighbour Srrumbo, Ich zee 
dat you are a Man of {mall zideration, dat will zeek to 
Injure your old vreends, one of your vamiliar gueſts, and 
dere fore zecing your pinion is to deal withonten reazon, 
Ich and my zonne am will take dat courſe, dat ſhall 
be fardeſt vrom reaſon; how zay you, will you have my 
Daughter or no? | 

Strum. A very hard queſtion, Neighbour, but I will 
ſolve it as I may; what reaſon have you to demand it of me? 

Will. Marry Sir, what reaſon had you when my Siſter 
was in the barn to tumble her upon the Hay, and to fiſh 
her Belly ? 

Strum. Maſs thou ſay ſt true; well, but would you hare 
me marry her therefore? No, 1 ſcorn her, and you, and 
you: Ay, I ſcara you all. 

Oliv. You will not have her then? 

Strum. No, as I am a true Gentleman. 

Will. Thea will we School you, cre you and 
heuce, 


we part 
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Inter Margery, and ſnatches the Staff out of her Brother's 

Hand as be i fighting. 7 
Stram. Ay, you come in Pudding time, or elſe I had 
dreſt them. 

Mar. You Maſter Sawcebox, Lobcocks, Cockſcomb, 
you Sloplawce, Lickfingers, will you not hear? 

Strum. Who ſpeak you ro, me? 

Mar. Ay, Sir, to you, Fobn Lack-honeſty, little Wit, 
is it you that will have none of me? 

Sum. No by my troth, Miſtreſs Nicebice, how fice 
you can , 2 GAS gap Give ranges fp 
the Univerſity of Bridewell, you have your Rhetorick fo 
ready at your Tongues end, as if you were never well 


warn'd when you were 
„if you will have 


Mar. Why then 
none of me, farewel. 

— If you be ſo plain, Miſtreſs Driggle-draggle, fare 
you wel. 

Mar. Nay, MaſterStrumbo,ere you go from hence we muſt 
have more words, you will have note of me? [They fight: 


Strum. Oh my Head, my Head, leave, leave, leave, I 
will, I will, I will. 


Mar. Upon that condition I let thee alone. 

Oliv. How now Maſter Strambo, hath my Daughter 
taught you a new Leſſon? 

"Strum. Ay but hear you, Goodman Oliver, it will not 
be for my eaſe to have my Head broken every Day, there- 
fore remedy this, and we ſhall agree. 

Oliv. Well. Zon, well, for you are my Zon now, all 
ſhall be remedied, Daughter be Friends wi:b him. 
[Shake Hands. 
Strum. Youare a {weet Nut, the Devil crack you. Ma- 
fters, I think it be my luck. my firſt Wife was a 8 
quiet Wench, but this I think would weary the Devil. 
would ſhe might be burnt as my other Wite was; it not, 
I miſt run tothe Halter for help. O Codpiece, thou haſt un- 
done thy Maſter, this it is to be medling with warm 
Packet: Leun. 
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| SCENE V. 
7 Thraſimacus, and 


Loc. Now am I guarded with an hoſt of Men, 
| Whoſe y is invincible: 
| Now am I hem'd with Troops of Soldiers, | 
Such as might force Bellona to retire, 

And make her tremble at their Puiſſance. 
Now fit I like the mighty God of War, 
When armed with his Coat of Adamant, 
Mounted his Chariot drawn with mighty Bulle, 
He drove the Argives over Xanthus Stream 
Now; curſed Humber, doth thy end draw nigh, 
Down goes the Glory of his Victories; 
And all his Fame, and all his high Renown, 
Shall in a Moment yield to Locrme's Sword: 
i Thy bragging Banners croſt with argent Streams, 
= The Ornaments of thy Pavilions, ( 
—_— Shall all be captivated with this Hand, 
| And thou thy ſelf, at 4/bana&us Tomb 
t Shale offer'd be, in Sa: ĩs faction 
Of all the wrongs thou didſt him when he liv'd. 
But canſt thou tell me, brave Thraſimachus 
How far we are diſtant from Humber's Camp. 1 

Thra. My Lord, within yon foul accurſed Grove, 

That bears the Tokens of our overthrow, 
This Hamber hath intrench'd his damned Camp. 
March on, my Lord, becauſe | long to ſee 5 
The treacherous Scythians ſqueltring in their gore. 

Lor. Sweet Fortune, favour Locgine with a Tenile, I 
That I may venge my noble Brother's Death, 
And in the midſt of ſtately Troynovant, | 4. 
Fil build a T to thy Deity - 

1 
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Of perfect Marble, and of Facivth Stones, 
That it ſhall paſs the hi 4 ry 
CAO CIS up 8 the ſirmament. 
Cam. arm. ſtrong Off ſpring of the qpubted Knight, 
Stout Hercules, Alemena s mighty Son, 2 2 
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That tam d the Monſters of the three-fold World, 
And rid the from the Tyrants Yokes, 
Did never ſhew ſuch valiantneſs in Fight, 
&s I will now for noble Albana#. | 
Cor. Full fourſcore Years hath Corineias liv'd, 
Sometimes in War, ſometimes in quiet Peace, 
And yet I feel my ſelf to be as ſtrong 
As erft 1 was in Summer of mine Age, 
Able to toſs this great unwieldy Club, 
Which hath been painted with my foe-mens Brains: 
And with this Club I'll break the ſtrong array 
Of Humber and his ſtragling Soldiers. 
Or loſe my Lite amongſt the thickeſt preſs, 
And die with Honour in my latgſt Days: 
Yet ere I die they all ſhall underſtand, 
What force lyes in ſtout Cormeiss Hand. 
Thra. And if Thraſumachus detract the Fight, 
Either for weakneſs or tor cowardiſe, 
Let him not boaſt that Brutzs was his Eame, 
Or that brave Corineius was his Sire. 
Loc. Then courage, Soldiers, firſt for your Safety, 
Next for your Peace, laſt for your Victory. [ Exeune. 
Sound the Alarm. Enter Hubba and Segar at one Door, 
and Corineius as the other. 
Cor. Art thou that Humber, Prince of Fugitives, 
That by thy Teaſon flew'ſt young A/bana#t? 
Hub. 1 am his Son that ” oung Albanact, 
And if thou take not heed, — Phrygian, 
Fil fend thy Soul unto the Stygian lake, 
There to complain of Humber's Injurics. 
Cor. You triumph, Sir, before the Victory, 
For Corine ius is not fo ſoon ſlain. 
But, curſed Scythians, you hall rue the Day, 
That e er you came into Albania. 
So periſh they that eavy Brita s wealth, 
80 let them die with endleſs infamy, 
And he that fecks his Soveraign's overthrow, 
Would this my.Club might aggravate his Woe. 
g Strikes them boch down with his Club. 
Euter 
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Enter Humber 


Hum. Where may | find ſome defart Wilderneſs, 4 
Where | may breathe out curſes as I would, 
And ſcare the Earth with my condemning Voice, 
Where every Echoes ſſion 
May help me to bewail my Overthrow, 
And aid me in my forrowful lamen:s ? 
Where may I find ſome hollow uncouth Rock, | 
Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fill. | 
The Heav'ns, the Hell, the Earth, the Air, the Fire; 
And utter curſes to the concave Sky, 
Which may inte& the airy Regions, 
And light upon the Brizon Loerme's Head? 
You ugly Spirits that in- Cocitus mourn, 
And gnaſh your Teeth with dolorous laments, 
You fearful dogs that in black Lethe how, 
And ſcare the Ghoſts with your wide open throats, 
You ugly Ghoſts that flying from theſe dogs, 
Do plunge your ſelves in Puryflegiton, 
Come all of you, and with your ſhricking notes 
Accompany the Britons Conquering Hoaſt. 
Come fierce Erinnys, borrible with Snakes. 
Come ugly Furies, armed with your Whips, 
You threefold Judges ot black Tartar, 
And all the Army of your helliſh Fiends, 
Wich new. found torments rack proud Locrine's Bones. 
O Gods and Stars, damn'd be the Gods and Stars, 
Tat did not drown me in fair Thetis Plains. 
Curit be the Sea that with outragious Waves, 
With ſurging Bllows did not rive my Ships 
Againſt the Rocks of high Ceramna; 
Or ſwallowed me into her watry Gulf. 
' Would God we had arriv'd upon the Shore 
| Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dwell, 
| Or where the bloody Anthropophagie 
vn With greedy Jaws devour the wandring Wights: 
| Enter the Ghoſt of Albanact. 
| But why comes Albazna#us's bloody Ghoft, 
To bring a corſive to our miſeries 
Þ't not enough to ſuffer ſhameful flight, 
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But we muſt be tormented now with Gho(ts? 
12 —— 
. Revenge, revenge for Blood. 

Hum. So, vought will ſatisfie your wandring Ghoſt, 
But dire revenge, nothing but Hwumber's fall, 
Becauſe he Conquer'd you in Albany. 
Now by my Soul, Humber would be condemn'd 
To Tantal's Hunger, or Lxion's Wheel, 
Or to the Vulture of Promethens, 
Rather than that this Murther were undone. 
When as | dye I'll drag thy curſed Ghoſt 
Through all the Rivers of foul Erebus, 
Through burning Sulphur of the Limbo-lake, 
To allay the burning fury of that heat, 
That rageth in mine everlaſting Soul. 1 
Ghoſt. Vin dict a, vindicia. — 


ACT IV. SCENE ]. 
yd hong « Clin br Hand, Li's thn ne 
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turns about, and taking off her Pantofle, ſlvikes 
the Head, then they depart. Ate remaining, ſays ; 


Dem non Argolici mandata fevers Tyrann:, 
Non potuit Juno vincere, vicit amor. 


After ſo many Monſters quell d by force, t 
Yielded his valiant Heart to 
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And ſo forgetreth peerleſs Guendel ine. 
His Uncle Cormeins ſtorms at this, 

And forceth Locrme for his Grace to ſue, 
Lo here the Sum, the Proceſs doth enſue. [ Exit, 


SCENE U. 


Der Locrine, Camber, Corineius. Aſſarachus, Thrafimas 
chus, and the Soldiers. 
Loc. Thus from the fury of Bellona's broils, 
With found of Drum and Trumpets melody, 
The Britam King returns triumphantly. 
The Scythians flain with great occiſion, 
Do equalize the Graſs in multitude, 
And with their Blood have ſtain d the ſtreaming Brooke, 
ing their Bodies and their deareſt Blood 
As facrifice to Albanattus Ghoſt. 
Now curſed Humber haſt thou paid thy due, 
For thy Deceits and crafty Treacheries, 
For all thy Guiles, and damned 
With loſs of Lite and everduring ſhame. 
Where are thy Horſes trap'd with burniſh'd Gold, 
Thy trampling Courſcrs ruPd with foaming bits? 
Where are thy Soldiers ſtrong and numberleſs ? 
Thy val:ant ains, and thy noble Peers; 
Ev'n as the Country Clowns with Scyt 
Do _ the whither'd Graſs from off the Earth, 
Or as the Plough- man with his piercing Share 
Rente:ih the Bowels of the fertile Fields, 
And rippeth up the Roots with Razors keen; 
So Locrine with his mighty curtle Axe, 
Hath cropped off the — of all thy Hwms, 
So Lacrine s Peers have daunted all thy Peers, 
And drove thine Hoſt unto confufion, 


That thou may'ft ſuffer Penance for thy fault, 
And die for murdering valiant Albanact 
Cori. Ard thus, yea thus, ſhall all the reſt be ſery'd, 
That ſeek to enter Albion gainſt our wills. 
If the brave Nation ot the Troglodizes, 
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If all the Forces of the Amazons, 
If all the Hoſts of the Barbarian Lands, 
Shbuld dare to enter this dur little World, 
goon ſhould they rue their over-bold attempts, 
That afrer us our may fay, | 
There lyes the Beaſt that to uſurp our Land. 
Le, Ay, they are Beafts that feek to uſurp our Land, 
And like to brutiſh Beaſts they ſhall be ſerv d. 
For mighty Fove, the King of Heay'n, 
That guides the con of the Meteors, 
And rules the mation of the azure Sky, 
Fights always for the Britains ſafety. 
hut ſtay, methinks, I hear ſome ſhrieking noiſe, 
That draweth near to our Pavillion. 
Enter Soldiers leading in Eſtrild. 
* What Prince ſoe er adorn'd with golden Crown, 
Doth ſway the Regal Sceptre in his Hand' 
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down, 
Or that his ſtate ſhall everlaſting ſtand, 
let him behold poor Effrild in this plight, 
I de perfect Platform of a troubled Wight. 
Once was | guarded with mavortial bands, 
| Compact with Princes of the noble Blood, 
Now am! fallen into my Foe-mens hands, 
And with my death muſt cifie their mood. 
O Life, the harbour of calamities, 
O Death, the haven of all miſeries, 
could compare my ſorrows to thy woe, 
Thou wretched Queen of wretched Per 
But that thou view'dſt thy Enemies overthrow, 
Nigh to the Rock of high Capbarens. 
Thou faw'ſt their death, and then departed'ſt thence, 
I muſt 2bide the Victor's i: ſolence. 
The Gods that pitied thy conti ef, 


+ Transform'd thy Corps, and with 2 Corps thy care, 
+ ine of rel 
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, few? Ay, few or none at all, 
For cruel Death made haveck of- them all. 
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your Majeſty. 
her Sold. He lies, my Lord, I found the Lady firſt, 
And here preſent her to your Majeſty. 
1 Sold. Villain, wilt thou take my prize? 
2 Sold. Nay, rather thou depriv'ſt me of my right. 
1 Sold. thy Title, Caitive unto me, 
Or with my 8 TU pierce thy Cowards Loins. 
2 Sold. Soft words, Sir, tis not enough to ſpeak: 
A barking Dog doth ſeldom Strangers bite. | 
Loc. Unreverent Villains, ſtrive you in our ſight ? 
Take them hence, Jailox, to the Dungeon, 
There let them lye and try their quarrel out ; 
But thou, fair Princeſs, be no whit diſmay'd, 
But rather joy that Lacrine favours thee. 
Eft. How can he favour me that flew my Spouſe? 
Loc. The chance of War, my Love, took Res from chan; 
Eft. But Locrine was the cauſer of his death. 
Loc. He was an Enemy to Lorrine's State, 
And ſle C my noble Albanadt. 
Ef. But he was link d to me in i 
And would you have me love his r? 
Loc. Better to live, than not to live at all. 
Eft. Better to die renown'd for chaſtity, 
Than live with ſhame and endleſs infamy. 
What would the common fort report of me, 
If I forget my love, and cleave to thee? 
Loc, Kings need not fear the vulgar ſentences. 
Eft. But Ladies muſt regard their honeſt Name. 
Loc. |s it a ſhame to live in Marriage-bonds ? 
Eff. No, but to be a to a King. 
Lec. If thou wilt yield | 


Eſt. But Guandeline will uadermine my State. 


Loc 

Eft 
And 
By 


Upon mine Honour, thou ſhalt have no harm. 
Then lo, brave Locrine, Efirild yields to thee, 
by the gods, whom thou doſt invocate, 

the dread Ghoſt of thy deceaſed Sire, 


By 
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What, are the words of Brate fo ſoon forgot ? 
Are my deſerts ſo quickly out of mind? 

Have I been faithful to thy Sire now dead ? 
2 protected thee from Humber s har. d, 


tt 
Is ih's the guerdon for my grievous wounds? 
Is this the Honour for we — paſt ? 
Now by my Sword, Locrine, | ſwear to thee, 
This injury of thine ſhall be repaid. 
Les. Uacle, fcorn you your Royal Soveraign, 
And if we ſtood for Cyphers in the Court? 
Upbraid you me with choſe your benefi s? 
Why, it was a Subject's duty fo to do. 
What you have done for our deceaſed Sire 
We know, and all know, you have your reward. 
Cori. Avant, proud Princox, brav'ſt thou me withah, 
Aſſure thy ſelf though thou be Emperor, 
Thou ne'er ſhalt carry this unpuniſhed. 
Camdb. Pardon my Brother, noble Corineius, 
Pardon this once, and it ſhall be amended. 


thou quit me with Ungratitude ? 


Blood and 1 ſhall light thy Head. 
Come, let us to dad, — 1 
Where all theſe matters ſhall be ſettled. 


all 
Loc. Millions of Devils wait upon th 


4 7 
Legions of Spirits vex thy impious Ghoſt: 
Ten thouſand torments —— 2 — 
Let every thing that hath the uſe ot breath, 
Be inſtruments and workers of thy death. [ Exeumt. 


Soul, [To himfeff. 
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SCENE m. 


Enter Humber alone, his Hair hanging over his Shoulders. his 
ems, all bioody, and a Dart in ons Hand. 


Ham What Bafilik hath hatched in this place, 
Where every thing conſumed is to nought ? 
What fearful Fury haunts theſe curſed Groves, 
Where not a root is left for Humber's Meat? 
Hath fell Alecto with envenom d blaſts, 

Breathed forth poiſon in theſe tender Plains? 
Hath tripple Cerberus with contagious foam, 
Sow'd Aconitum mongſt theſe wither'd Herbs? 
Hath dreadful Fames with her charming rods 
barrenneſs on every fruitful Tree? 

What not a Root, no Fruit, no Beaft, no Bird, 
To nouriſh Humber in this Wilderneſs? 
What would you more, you Fiends of Erebus? 
My very Intrails burn for want of drink. 
My Bowels cry. Humber give us ſome meat, 
But wretched Humber can give you no meat, 
Theſe tou! accurſed Groves afford no meat: 
This fruitleſs foil, this brings forth no meat. 
The Gods, hard-hi Gods, yield me no meat. 
Then how can Humber give you any meat? 

Enter Strumbo with a Pitch-fork and a Scotch Cap. 

Strum. How do you, _ is, how do yu we _ 

ou 'icap'd hanging this long time? faith I have 
re Year, but I thank God I have paſt 
them all with a couragio, couragio, and my Wite 
and I are in great love and charity now, I thank my Man- 
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] 
1 
; 


Hum. Was ever Land fo fruitleſs as this Land? 
Was ever Grove ſo graceleſs as this Grove? 
Was ever Soil ſo barren as this Soil? 
Oh no: The Land where hungry Fame: dwel:, 


May ne ways (qualize this c Land; 
No, even the climate of the Torrid Zone 
Brings forth more fruit than this accurſed Grove. 
Ne'er came ſweet Ceres, ne'er came Venus here; 
Triptolemas the God of Husbandmen, 

Ne'er fow'd his Seed in this foul Wilderneſs. 

The hunger · bitten Dogs of Acheron. 

Chac'd from the nine-fold Puri; h/egiton, 

Have ſet their foot-ſteps in this damned Ground. 
The lron- hearted Furies arm'd with Snakes, 
Scarter d huge Hydra's over all the Plains, 


Which have drunk up the Rowing Water Springe. 
in his Pocket, ſeeking to hide himſelf. 
That guid' the Life of every mortal Wight, 


From the incloſures of the fleeting Clouds 
Rain down ſome Food, or elfg I faint and die. 
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Which have md the Graſs, the Herbs, the Trees, 
LStrumbo hearmg his Voice flarts up. and puts his Meat 
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Hum. Thou great Commander ot tie ſtarry Sky, 
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Ghoſt. Lo here the Gift of fell Ambition, 
Of Uſurpation and of Treachery, 
Lo here the harms that wait upen all thoſe 
That do intrude themſelves in others Lands, 

Which are not under their Dominion. [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Locrine alone. 

Loc. Seven Years hath aged Corineius liv'd 
To Locrine's Grief, and fair Effrilda's Woe, 
And ſeven Years more he hopeth yet to live: 

Fove, annihilate this thought. 
he enjoy the Air's Fruition? 
Should he enjoy the Benefit of Life? 
Should he contemplate the radiant Sun, 
That makes my Life to dreadful Death ? 
Venus convey chis Monſter from the Earth, 
That diſcbeyeth thus thy ſacred Hefts. 


S 
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this Monſter to dark Hell, 
That diſannuls thy Mother's ſugar d Laws. 
Mars with thy me beſet with Flames, 
With murthering Blade bereave him of his Life, 
That hindreth Locrine in his ſweeteſt Joys. 
And yet for all his diligent aſpect, 
His wrathful Eyes pierci like Linces Eyes, 
Well have | overmatch'd his Subtilty. 
Nigh Deucolitum by the pleaſant Lee. 
Where brackiſh Thamis ſlides with filver Streams, 
Making a Breach into the graſſe Downs, 
A curious Arch of coſtly Marble fraught, 
Hath Locrine framed underneath the Ground, 
The Walls whereof. garaiſht with Diamonds, 
With Ophirs, Rubies, gliſtering Emeralds, 
And interlac'd with Sun-bright Carbuncles, 
Lightens the room with artificial Day, 
And frem the Lee with Water-flowing Pipes 
The moiſture is deriv'd into this arch, 
Where I have plac'd fair Eftrild ſecretly. 
Thither ettſoons accompanied with my Page, 
I covertly viſit my Heart's defire, 
Wichout ſuſpicion of the meaneſt Eye, 
For Love aboundeth ſtill with Policy. 
And thither ſtill means Locrine to repair, 
Till Arropos cut off mine Uncle's Life. 


SCENE V. 


Exter Humber aue, ſaying ; 


O vi | \ foelici brevis! 


Loy have l lived in this deſart Cave, 

With eating Hes and miſerable Roots, 
Devouring Leaves and beaftly Excrements. 

Caves were my Beds, and Stones my Pillowveres. 
Fear was my Sleep, and Horror was my Dream; 
For till methought at every boiſterous Blaſt. 
Now Locrine comes, now Humber thou muſt die; 


[Exit 
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{ Ro that for Fear and Hunger, Humber s Mind 
Can fever reſt, but aways trembling ſtands. = 
Oo what Danubius now may E my Thirſt? 
What Exphrates, what light foot Exrypus 
May now allay the Fury of that Heat, | 
Which raging in my Entrails eats me up? | 
You haftly Devils of the ninefold Styx, by 
You damned Ghoſts of Joylels Acheron, 
You mournful Souls, vext in Abyſs Vaults, 
You cole-black Devils of Averna Pond, 
Come with your Flefh-hooks, rend my famiſht Arms, 
Theſe arms that have ſuſtain'd their Maſter's Life ; 
Come with your Razors rip my Bowels up, 
With your ſharp Vire-forks crack my ſtarved Bones, 
Uſe me as you will, ſo Humber may not live. 
Accurſed Gods that rule the ſtarry Poles. 
Accurſed Fove, Fing of th' accurſed Gods, 
Caſt down your Lightning on por Humber's Head, 
That I may leave this Death-like Lite of mine; 
What hear you not. and ſhall not Humber die? 
| Nay will die, though all the Gods fay nay. 
And gentle Ay take my troubled 
Take it and keep it from all mortal E 
That none may fay, when I have loſt my Breath, 
The very Floods conſpir d gainſt Humber's Death. 
Flings himſelf into the River. 
Enter the Ghoſt 7 Albanact. 
En calem ſequitur, cades n cade quieſco. 
Humber is dead, joy Heav'ns, leap Earth, dance Trees; 
Now miy'ſt thou reach thy Apples Tantalus, 
And with 'em feed thy hunger-bitten Limbs. 
Now Syſiphus leave tumbling of thy Rock, 
And reit thy reſtleſs Bones upon the fame. 
Unbind Ixion cruel Rhadamanth, 
And lay 1 Humber on the whirling Wheel. 
| 


> __ aw 


Back will | poſt to Hell Mouth Tenarxs, 
And pals Cocytus, to the EN ian Fields, 
And tell my Father Brutus ot this News. [ Exit. 
| 
ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE ITI 


Enter Ate as before. 
— Nr ki 
ling Jaſon and her, departs. 


N 
furtivo quam cor mulieris amore. 


Medea aſon leave her Love, 
— of the Theban King, 
Wane OE 1 


Wick a ry e condemned Finds, 
Framed a Garland by her ck Skill. 

With which ſhe en and Creon's Ill. 
So Guendeline ſeeing her ſelf miſus d 
And Humber's Paramour poſſeſs her place. 
Flies to the Dukedom of Cornubia, 

And with her Brother, flout Thraſrmachus, 

Gathering a Power of Corniſh Soldiers, 

Gives Battel to her Husband and his oft, 

Nigh to the River of Great Mercis : 

The Chances of this diſmal Maſſacre, 

That which enſueth ſhortly will unfold. [Exit, 


SCENE IL 
Enter Locrine, Camber, Aſſaracus, and Thrafimachus, 


Aſſs. But tell me, Couſin, dy'd my Brother ſo? 
Now who is left to hapleſs Albion, 


Jaſon leading Creon's Damghter. Ls | 
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To vex his mi 
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I'd fend thy Soul to Puryphlegiton. 1 

Thra. I be young and of a tender Age, : 
Yer will 1 with _ when he dares. w e 


My noble Father, wich his conqu'ring Sword, 
S!ew the two Giants Kings of Aquitain. 
The is not ſo N 
Toar he ſhould fear and tremble at the looks, 
Or taunting Words of a Venerean Squire. 
Loc. Menaceſt thou thy Royal Soveraign ? 
Uncivil, not y—__—_ as you. 
Injurious Traitor (or he is no leſs es 
That at Deſiangg ſtandeth with his King) ® 
Leave theſe thFTaunts, leave theſe thy bragging Words, 
Unleſs thou m to leave thy wretched Life. | 
Ira. If Princes ſtain their glorious Dignity 
With ugly _ of — lakeny, 
They ir former Eſtimation, 
And throw themſelves into a Hell of hate. 
Loc. Wilt thou abuſe my gentle Patience, 
As though thou didſt our high diſpleaſure ſcorn ? 
Proud Boy, that thou may'ft know thy Prince is mov d, 
Yea, greatly mov'd at this thy ſwelling Pride, 
We baniſh thee for ever from our Court. 
Thra. Then, loſel Locrine look unto thy ſelf, 
Thraſimacius will revenge this injury. Exit. 
Loc. Farewel, proud Boy, and learn to uſe thy Tongue. 
Aa. Alas, my Lord. you ſhould have call'd to mind 
The lateſt Words that Brutus ſpake to you. 
How he delir'd you, by the Obedience 
That Children ought to bear their Sire, 
To love and favour Lady Guendeline: 
Conſider this, that if the Injury 4 
Do move her mind, as certainly it will, 
War and Diſſention follows ſpeedily. 
What though her Power be not ſo great as yours, 
Have you not ſeen a mighty Elephant 
Slain by the biting of a filly Moule ? 
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Even fo the chance of War inconſtznt is. 
Loc. Peace, Unkle, Peace, 298 
a 


rere 


we be that ſeeks, by whiſpering this. or that, 
To trouble Locrine, in his ſweeteſt Life, 

let him perfwade himſelf to die the Death. 

"Enter the Page, with Eſtrild and Sabren. . 
O fay me, e tell me, where is the King ? 
Wherefore doth he for me to the Court? 
bir to die? is it to end my Life? - 

fy me, ſweet Boy, tell me and do not feign. ; 
Page. No. truſt me, Madam, if you will credit the little 
Honeſty that is yet - 4 <7 ©; - iba 
fear, but prepare 4 r's ing. 

Ef. Then 2d 4, lift thy dazled Spirits up, ¶ Kneeling. 
And bleſs that hleſſed time, that Day, that Hour, 

That warlike Locrine firſt did favour thee. 
Peace to the King of Britany,” my Love, 

Peace to all thoſe that love and favour him. 


[ Taking her 
Before her Servant King of Albion? - 
Aviſe, fair Lady. leave this lovely Chear, 
Lift up thoſe Looks that cheriſh Lacrine s Heart, 
That I may freely view that roſeal Face, 
Which { intangled hath my love- ick Breaſt, 
Now to the Court, where we will court i; gut, 


And paſs the Night and Day in Venn 
Frolick, brave Peers, be joyful with your King. [Eren 
SCENE i. 


Enter Guendeline, Thraſimachus, Madan, and Soldiers. 


Gwen. You gentle Winds that with your modeſt Blaſts 
{| Paſs through the Circuit of the Heav'nly Vault, 
Enter the Clouds unto the Throne of 
And bear my Pray'rs to his all-hearing Ears, 
For Locrine hath forſaken Pe, 
And learnt to love proud Hamber's Concubine. 
You happy Sprites that in the Concave Sky, 
With Chas Joy, enjoy your {weeteſt Love, 
Shed forth thoſe Tears with me, which hen you ſhed, 
When firſt you woo'd your Ladies to their Wills: 
R 2 Thoſe 
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in the Children of a tender Age. * 


Where we ſhall brave the Coward ard to his Face, [N. 
SCENE VW. 


The wandring Birds that flutter in the dark, 
When helliſh Night in cloudy Chariot ſeated, 
Caſteth her Miſts on ſhady Tellus Face, 

With fable Mantles cov ring all the Earth, 

Now flie abroad amid the chearful Day, 
Foretelling ſome unwonted Miſery. 

The ſnarling Curs of darkned Tartarus, 

Sent from Avernus Ponds by 

With howling Ditties peſter ev'ry Wood; 
The watry Ladies, the lightfoot Fawns, 
And all the rabble of the woody Nymphs, 

All trembling hide themſelves in ſhady Groves, 
And ſhrowd themſelves in hideous hollow Pits. 
The boiſterous Boreas thundre: h forth Revenge: 
The ſtony Rocks cry out on ſharp Revenge: 
The thorny Buſh pronounceth dire Revenge. 


[Souna the Alaram, 
Cormeins ſtay and fee Revenge, 
And feed thy Soul with Locrine's Overthrow : 
Behold they come, the Trumpets call them forth, 
The roaring Drums ſummon the Soldiers. 
Lo awe Army gliſtereth on the Plains. 
Throw forth thy Lightning, mighty Fapiter, 
And pour thy Plagues on curſed Lecrines Head. [Stands 
Eater Locrine, Eſtrild, Aſſarachus Sabren and their Solai 
at one Door; Thraſimachus, Guendeline, Madan, and 
their Followers at another. 
Loc. What, is the Tiger ſtarted from his Cave? 
Is Guendeline come from Cornubia 
That thus ſhe braveth Locrine to the Teeth? 
And halt thou found thine Armour, pretty Boy, 
Accompanicd with theſe thy ſtragling Mates ? 
Believe me but this Eaterprize was bold, 
And well deſerveth Commendation. | 
Guen. Ay, Locrine, Traiterous Locrine, we are come, 
With full pretence to ſeek thine Overchrow. 
What have I done that thou ſhouldſt ſcorn me thus? 
What have I faid that thou ſhouldſt me reje ct? 
Have | been diſobedient to thy Words? 
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1 With filthy Crimes. or with laſcivious Luſts? 
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thre 1 bewray'd thy arcane ? 
Have I diſhonoured thy Marriage Bed 


Nay it is thou that haſt diſhonour'd it, 
Thy filthy Mind o ercome with filthy Luſts, 
Yieldeth unto Affections filthy Darts. 
Uakind. thou wrong thy firſt and trueſt fear, 
Uakind, thou wrong'ſt thy beft and deareſt Friend; 
Unkind, thou fcorn'tt all skilful Brutus Laws, 
Forgetting Father Uncle, and thy ſelſ. 
Ef. Believe me, Locrine, but the Girl is wiſe, 
And well would ſeem ro make a Veſtal Nun, 
How finely frames ſhe her Oration. 
Ira Locrine, we came not here to fight with Words, 
Words that can never win the Victory, 
But for you are ſo merry in your Frumps, 
Unſheath your Swords, and try it cur by force, 
That we may ſee who hath the better hand. 
Loc. Think'ſt thou to dare rae, bold Thraſimachus? 
Think'f thou to fear me with thy taunting braves, 
Or do we ſeem too weak to cope with thee ? 
Soon ſhall | ſhew thee my fine cutting Blade, 
And with my Sword, the Meſſenger of Death, 
Seal thee an Acquitrance for thy bold attempts. [ Exeume. 
Sound the Alarum Enter Locrine, Aſſarachus, and a Sol- 
lier at one Door; Guendeline, Thraſimachus, as another : 


Locrine and his Followers driven back. 
Then Locrine and Eftrild enter again in amaze. 
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My Fingers, us'd ro tune the amorous Lute, 

Are not of force to hold this ſteely Glaive, 

So | am left 
fur 


þ Find me yuung Sabren, Locrine's only Joy, 
That | may glut my Mind with lukewarm Blood, 
Swittly diltilling from the Baſtard's Breaſt. 
My Father's Ghoſt till haunts me for K 
ying; Revenge my over - haſten'd Death. 
Brother” ; A D 


Baniſh remorſe clean from my brazen Heart, 
All Mercy frome mine adamancine Breaſts. 
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Abel 


You gracious Fairies, which at Even-tide 
Your Cloſets leave with Heav'uly ſtor'd, 
And on your Shoulders ſpread your Locks, 
You Savage Bears in Caves and darken'd Dens, 
Come wail with me the martial Locyine's Death. 
Come mourn with me, for beauteous Eſtrild's Death, 
Ah loving Parents. little do know 
What Sorrow Sabren ſuffers for your thrall. 
Guen. But may this be, and is it ble, 
Lives Sabren yet to expiate my Wrath? 
Fortune I thank thee tor this Courteſie, 
And let me never fee one Hour, 
If Sabren die not a reproachful Death. 
Sab. Hard · hearted Death, that when the wretched call. 
Art fartheſt off, and ſeldom hear ſt at all, 
But in the midſt of Fortune's good Succeſs, 
Uncalled comes, and ſheers our Life in twain: 
When will that Hour, that bleſſed Hour draw nigh, 
When poor diſtreſſed Sabyen may be gone. 
Sweet cut off my fatal Thread. 
What art thou Death, not poor Sabrex die? 
Guendeline taking her by the Chin ſays, 
Guen. Yes Damſel, yes, Sabren ſhall ſurely die, 
Tho all the World ſhould feek to fare her Life, 
And not a — ſhall Sabren die, 


But after flrange and grievous Puniſhments, 
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Advancement (ſudden) V 8. p 132. AClown's 
Behaviour on it, V3. p 158. 

Adverſity, the Benefit o i V 2. p 233; Forſaken by 
Frie V 3. p 292, 

Advice to a Son, V 2. p. 366. 


Advice of a falling Favourite to a Friend, V. p 169, 


170. 
Afflictior, its regretted Life, V3. p 203. 
Age, a Hale Old- Age deſcrib'd, V2. p 236, 337. 
Ages of Man, Satyrically deſerib d. V 2. p 246. 


The I n 0-8 * * 
ee eee 
8 


266, 267 3 V 6. p 179. 8 
—_— Nr 


| Anton, Debrm 'd and Crudl, V 4. p 388: v. xs. 


e 2 tender Scene between a Father and Son pe - 
. 1 3 
Angel 


e deſerid's, d p 79. 

Applauſe of the People unn d. 1. p 20%. V. g. p 316, 
317» 

Anger, a Moral it, Vg. p15. 

Army, — Wet, V 7. p. 361, 362. 

— Price in ie FM v 1. p 2284 n- 


of it, p 231+ : 
ann, ud lebendes of an Orator in making u Speech, 
—— p izt. 


B. 


Ailiff Satyrically deſcrib'd, Vol. 1. Pg 312, 313. 
— oy mee V. p 
u die. V 6. p 54 


As General G- diſcopering lat o f. 


A Le a v -Þ 142 
Battle — Ig 8 Night before 1 . 
141. | r {a 

FRE —— 8 Richmond before a 
Battle, p 97 * „ 

Bavvd ſented. 1. p 20 : 

Beers Sore inflenſitcs fan E29 L. Fe Striking 
with Awe, V 4s 5 5. fige Image of it, V G.p 23- 

of thew, V 4. 5105 


—. —— Gingrn, p99; that 
of Casa, V6.p17 1, and that Kew, V 7. v4 11. — 


E 


188 N 


1. p 362. 


Brotams _ al feng, V 7 P 20; bs Idand, ® 
beautiful Image of it, > Þ 3435 Deſcription ofir, V 


F-Þ 221. 


v. p 79; a fine 


Chuech-Shan, a Factions one reprov'd, V 
Character of a haughty one, V 4. p 2643 An 
one ically deſerib d, Vg. p 330 

Clamorous Woman defcrib'd, V 1. p 322» 

Clouds, their various Shapes, V7. p 264- 


Cock-crowing, V. 6. p 397- | 
Common their Pickelneſs V4 Þ. 334; Satyri- 
cally deſcrib'd, V. p 301, 3923 Their Votes fogrn- 


ern 323% Their lngratizude, V6. p 264 
a tly mov'd, p 203, 20. 


Combar, fingle, V. 3. 23G 398 r 

Confuſion „F. piss. N ; 
Conſcience deſerid'd by « Vit, Pg pat 2 gwlty 
N hamonrow fore of them, V 1. : 


P 368, 385. 
Conſtancy the 


Prof of Virtus, V 5.p 214 Cunſtancy 
197. 


The IN Uu 


Conſpiracy. Braus art fully drawn into one by Caſſius 
V 6. p 166; Horror before executing SL 
_—_ on the eur ar. 2 org 
189. 

23K and Dangers of bad . p 294. 


Seen of Ju Juſtice, vy. p74: 
of Dying Men valuable, V 3.p 256. 
Courage ſuperior to Fortune 'V 5.p zig.V8S.p 352. 
— its Da „V7. p 325. 
Courtier deſcrib'd, 1. p 285. 
Cowards deſcrib d, V 1. p 390; A Scene of one, V2. p 
393. 
Coward, his falſe Bravery, V 2.p 410; — path. 
441. Coward upraided, V3.p 193, 194- 
Cowardiſe declaim'd againſt, V 5. p 310. 
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on a Grave, V7. p 351, 353- 
Forgiveneſs expreis d, VI. pA. « 
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Vz. p 2755 a Bartel, a fine deſcription of 


it, J P. 140. 
. Horrors, V 4. Þ 275, 312. V 6. p 251, 360. 


— On, V 6. P- 266. * a 
Nurſe, the trifling of one, / 6. p 17, 41. 
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The Ion. 
o 


Arhs, a Security only among Cowards, Vol. G. pag. 182. | 
Old Age; Y 1. p 328; Diſloyal, finely repravd, 
V4. Þ 337» 
Old Man talking of Times paſt, V 2. p 371, 372+ 
Omens, J 3. p 252- V4. p362. V6. p 174, 175.198, 
306. V 7. p 262, 354; a Battel, V6. p 2245 
Of Murder, I” p 259. 
Ominous Sadneſs, Y 3. p 263, 264. 
Gene, of Kings to ther dat dangerous to ther 
ves, V3. p 261; Patience under it upbraiged, / 6. 
p 344- 


Opportunity not to be neglected, Vs. p 219. 

Orator, Awe and Interruption of him in making a Speech. 
deſcrib'd. V 2. p 131- 

Outward ſhow deceitful, T 2. p 179, 180. 


P 


Arting of Lovers, Vol. . pag. 264. 
Patience eaſily preach'd by thoſe who are not in 
Afliction, V 1. p 291, 388. 
Paſſion, deaf. A Repreſentation of it, J 2. p 3 29; Starts 
of it finely drawn (in the Character of King Lear) V 7: 
p 26 27, 42. 
Pathonate fit of an Uſurer humorouſly deſcrib'd, F 2. 
170, 176. 
Life preferable to Greatneſs, Y , 
Peace, humorouſly Satyriz'd, J g. p 4 „ 
Pheœraix, her Death and Reſuſcitation, V 5. p 196. 
Phyfick, the Knowledge of it commended, V 8. p 39- 
Pimp, caſt off in Neceility, / 1. p. 245; Deſerib d in the 
of Pandarus, V 5. p 207, Ge. 
121 expreſꝭ d. / 4. p 296. Pity mov d, a 
Scene of it, / 3. p 208; 6. p 206. 


83 Players, 


The InDeEt XxX. 


Players, V 6. p 338, 340; Inftruftions to them, p 350. 
Poiſon, V6. p 79. 

mo Arn V4. p 148, 421. 

his Supremacy fcorn'd, V 3. p 194+ 

— gi Y 3- p378, 379; Of « Genera, 
325. 326. 

Poverty defcrib'd, 15 79. $0. 
Power, Mens 6. p 178, 179. 
d, V6. p 322. 


Praiſe ( (popular) ſhunn'd, * p 316, 317. 
Praiſe to ws} - 4 8 s 
ay King Henry V. before 2 Battel; Jg. p 149; 
n V 5. p 9% 


| its uſe, V 4. p21. 
Pre of He - p 147. Pride declaimed 2 
proud *. 1222. 
„n their Cares, V 5. p 30; Princely Nature, Marks 
of it, 33: Þ3249 
Priſon, A Pathetick Speech of King Richard II. in Priſon, 
3. 97. 
N of a Courtier, a fine Emblem of them, 5. 


its frailty and falſhood, V 3. p 295; follow- 
by Crowds, V 5. p 251; Drawing Friends, / 6, 


5. 
2 to Macbeth, V6. p 277» 


Fyramus and Ihiabe, acted by Mechanicks, V2. p 90, &. 
2 
8 enly valu'd as uſeſul ts ethers; 
Vol. 5. 


QB of two Peers, Y 3. P 240; Between two Friends 
{ Brutus and Caſſius) and T7 qv” VG. pant; 
a Baſtard-valour, p 126. 


Rat ble, 


"Day co. es - 


r 


The InDEX 


Abble, a Scene of them; Hang a Man for being able 
to write his Name, Vol. 4. pag. 318. 

Rabble — V 5. p 297, 298, 301, Oc. 7 6. p 163. 
164, 205. 


Raillery, its cure, V 2. 8: 
Rabe, the return of it after a Charm difloly'd, finely 


imag'd, V 1. p 55. 

Rebellion, e ; 

Repentance, a Speech of it by a Murderer, V6. 
62. 

Repuration its value, V 3. p244; Of Women, how care- 
y to be preſerv d, . p 316. 

Revenge vow'd, V 3. p 220; Speech on it, V 6. p 363; 
excited, p 375. 

ion of Times, V 4. Þ 45- | 

Ring given by a Lady to her Lover, a fine Acknowledg- 
2 182. 

1 by Falſtaff and his Companious, / 3. 

334. 
Roſes, the White and Red united by Hewy VII. Vg. 


p 104. 
Ruffians hir d, V 6. p 262. 


Rumour, Character of it, V4. p 7,8. 


8 
vo of Falfiaff's in praiſe of it, Vet. 4+ 


Sailors, their Hurry in a Storm, Y. p 3, 4, 5- 
tnilees dranken, « Scene of them, V 1. 5 46." 
Saturnine Diſpoſition deſcrib'd, V 1. p 343- 
Satyrical Railing in the Character of Therſites, V 5. 
pong. Oo. Bit of mans; 6. pug. ae 
Satyrical Wit, a fine Reproof of it, / 2. p 958, 
Savage, Character of one figely drawn, / 1. p 1, Se. 


Scolding 


The Ius x. 


Scolding, V 2. p 312. 

Self- Murder. by what reſtrained, 7 6. p 311, 247. 

Self-murder prevented by a Scraragem, V 7. p 70. 

Self- murder, Ochells's Speech before it, V 7. p 187. 

— . V. p 106. 

Separation of Lovers, F 7. p 201. 

Servant's Love to his Maſter V2.p 236. 

Servant's Gratitude to his Lord in y, a Scene of it; 
Vs. p . 

Service, a profeſſion of it, T 7. p21. 

Sharpers, a pack of them humoronſly drawn, Vi.p134 
139, 151. F 4- p 125» 

Shipwreck, '3- p90. 

Shipwreckt Man, “g. p 21. 


— a Speech on it, JT 7. p 328. 
Sleep, a 


; | ption of one, 7” 3. p 116. 
Submithon to the ude, hard to a generous Mind, 
V. P 333» 353» 357. 


by 
o 
? 


The Ino. 


Summer's Day finely deſcrid'd, V 5. p 418. Summer, 3 
Song on it, Va. Pp 79- 

Swimming deſcrib'd, / 1. p 23. 

Sycophant rallied, V 6. p 360. 


T. 


Ale told by a Clown; Vol. 1. pag. 219: 
Tears ſhed for ones Country, V 3. p 225; Tears, a fine 
Image of them, V. x. p 430. 
Tempeſtuous Night, “ G. p 174.V 7. p 50. 
Tempeſt of Wind, Y 95.p 114 
Time, flow to Lovers, V 2. p 83; A Speech in the Pers 
ſon of it, / 3. p 118. 
Tongue pluck'd out, / 5. p 430. 
Traveller, Advice to one, V 6.p 317. 
Trial by Combat, F. 3. p 241, 447. ä 
Trumpeter ſounding, deſcrib'd, / 5. p 267. 
Tyrant upbraided, F 3. p 112. deſpis d, 6.p 168. 176A 
- - watts Pp 175 3 Compar'dto a Sg, V8. p 


V. 


Alour excited, Vol. 102, 103, 123, 150- 
V Varlet, a railing — 03. 5% 35. 


Vices of a Young Fellow humorouſly 


VS. p 


Viſion of a : deſcrib'd, F 3. p. 1143 Appearing to 
Queen . Fin. of a Dogger in the die 
2 


The Invert. 


LD i» Mute, Nee 1 


1 P 242. 
29. Common People ſcorniully begg d, V 5. 5 
331.333. 


Vows of Lovers to be truſted, 6. p 318. 
Uforer. Character of one finely repreſented, Y2. pit, 
So. 4 pulllrane frof cnc homercatly dafcold d. pio, 
94 


Won 15 . 

Vol. 6. pag 

Wants, — 5 4 * VG. p 146. 

Want, Deſperation under it, / 8. p 329. 

War, its Vicifhitudes; Scenes of them, / 4. p 372, 373, 
374; Its Miſeries, V 4. p 128. 

War: ations, VG. p 30g. 

Wearinels of the World, V6. p 311, 337. 

Welch Parſon, a humorous rafter See the Comedy 
of the Merry Wroes of Winſor. V 

Widow, affected Grief of o e. 58. D 253, 254, Ov. 

Widows, their fantaſtical Humour, VS.p 311. 


Wife, Cemplaint for her Husband murdered, / 3. p 


The Inu pn. 


rr 
N 553 12 jecti 
19 der Husbands, 21 613 2323 
ones. Pap 375: A worthy Character of one, V6. 
186; Their ion how tenderly » dopnitoml, 
y 6. p 316; Their Falſhood, V 7. pai, Woman ſa- 
tym d. V6. p349-Y 7. Þ 118. | 
Wender deſcrib d, / 3. p 155+ 
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